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4 THE SECBET OF TWO BOUSES. 

you he can tell it. Come ; why do you stand 
gaping there ? " 

"I cannot go to that man's house, even 
for this information. He and his family in- 
sulted my girls, and I swore that henceforth 
we should be strangers." 

"Well, remain, and I will go alone. I 
must learn something from him for 
certain." 

Without another word Rochfort buttoned 
his great-coat up to his chin, and hurried 
away on his mission. 

The night was clear and. frosty, and 
although he was neither young nor sharp-^ 
sighted, he could see his way across the 
fields almost as well as if it were daytime, 
and reached his destination in an incredibly 
short space of time for him. His steps had 
endeavoured to keep pace with his anxiety ; 
and when he found himself in O'DonneU's 
presence, he was both out of breath and out 
of temper. 

" Why the deuce don't you look glad to 
see an old friend, if only for courtesy sake ? " 
he said, puffing like a steam-engine. " Come, 
man, give me a glass in charity, if in nothing 
else." 



WHAT WAS SEEN IN THE STABLIGHT 5 

The liquor was swallowed in a gulp, and 
Hochfort was himself again. 

^^ Poteen, and no mistake," he said, loudly 
smacking his lips. '^Ned under the hills 
^gain, and the revenue officers asleep. It is 
nectar, sir, positive nectar." 

The nectar was disposed of, and the over- 
ivorked lungs were properly inflated; then 
i;he two men sat down to discuss their neigh- 
l)our's business in the most friendly mood. 

^^I heard this evening of Mr. ErroU's 
injustice," said O'Donnell; ^'and although 
i;he M'Dermotts and us have had .a quarrel 
through the women, of course I am sorry 
for them." 

'' Well, we '11 say nothing about the quarrel 
just now, except that it should never have 
occurred. I want to ask you a few ques- 
tions." 

^^ I am quite willing to answer ; but first 
take another drop of that old Islay." 

'' No more, I thank you. O'Donnell, your 
vrife treated those girls at Rosmary most 
scandalously^ and if I were you I would make 
Tier go to-morrow to ask their forgiveness." 

" I thought we were not to speak of this ? " 

^^ No, nor are we ; but that unkindness riles 
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me. Now listen. You remember telling me 
once that you had insured Mr. Everett's life?'^ 

" Yes, and I remember too that you swore 
at me for doing so. It was the first time I 
ever pledged a man's life, and it will be the^ 
last. I did not even pay the third premium^ 
for I was ashamed of having meddled with it 
at all." 

Rochfort uttered an oath, and looked 
savagely into the other man's face. 

" You do not mean to say that you let the 
policy drop?" 

'' Indeed I do, after losing about fifty 
pounds by it." 

"Idiot, idiot; this is too bad." 

O'Donnell looked indignant; but a few 
words of explanation appeased his anger, 
and Rochfort arose to depart. 

" Of course Everett is dead, or Mr. Erroll 
would not state it. I only wish we could 
prove him alive, for our neighbour's sake," 
said the host, sadly. 

" I believe you wish them well ; so will 
you promise one thing, for it is the only re- 
paration that can be made for past ofitences^ 
— promise to make your wife and daughters 
gQ to Rosmary in the morning?" 
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'' I promise, — that is, if I can." 

"All right, good-by." 

When Mr. Eochfort reached the hall-door, 
a voice from some inner apartment attracted 
his attention, and on looking back he saw 
a deep-bordered nightcap popped over the 
banisters, and quickly withdrawn again ; then 
Mrs. O'Donnell called out, " To please you, 
I will go myself to Eosmary, but my daugh- 
ters shall not ; no, not a step." 

He did not wait to argue the point, but 
bent his way towards Eosmary at a snail's 
trot now, for he had no good news to impart, 
and he dreaded to meet the anxious faces 
that were watching his return. 

The night had increased in beauty during 
the time he had been in the house, myriads 
of stars had crept over the sky, and, twink- 
ling pleasantly in their silver light, illuminated 
the dewy grass in reflected splendour. 

Even Eochfort, pre-occupied as his thoughts 
were, stood to admire the prospect ; but he 
saw more than he expected, for two men 
walked together at a little distance from him, 
and he was surprised to see them at such an 
hour and in such a place. 

There was iio difficulty in recognizing Mr. 
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Desmond and his agent, thus walking to and 
fro in the starlight. For a second he felt 
tempted to stoop behind the hedge that 
divided them, and listen; but disdaining the 
idea of eavesdropping, he pushed aside the 
branches, and stood out in their path. 

Tyrrell was the first to see him, and his 
ejaculation of surprise attracted ErroU's 
notice. For a second he looked confused and 
undecided what to do, then he turned on his 
heel and walked hurriedly away. Seeing 
that Tyrrell was about to follow his master's 
example, Rochfort called after him to stop; 
but, quickening his pace into a run, he out- 
distanced him in no time. 

Standing in the starlight, Mr. Rochfort 
was not only puzzled, but startled at this 
strange encounter. Why did neither Mr. 
Desmond nor the steward speak to him? — 
what had . they been so earnestly talking 
about? Were they plotting to injure the 
M'Dermotts more deeply than had been done 
already? He feared so; and in the midst 
of events which were soon about to happen, 
this chance meeting with those two men 
often haunted him with dread misgivings. 
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CHAPTER II. 



REGARD. 



On reaching Rosmary, Mr. Rochfort met 
Dorina on the lawn. She had evidently come 
out to watch for him, and after one glance 
into his face, she took his hand in both her 
own and pressed it gratefully. 

"I see you have failed," she said; ^'but 
thanks all the same. I believe you have 
known me a long time, sir, have you not ? " 

" What is long to you, Dorina, is short to 
me. I have known you from the hour of 
your birth, and that is little more than nine- 
teen years." 

^^ But it is sufficient for you to be willing 
to serve me if you could — sufficient for you to 
know that I could do nothing evil." 

" Certainly, my dear." 

"I have heard there is only one way of 
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testing friendship, and in that way I am 
going to test yours now. Will you lend me 
some money ? " 

He started, almost appalled by the ques- 
tion, and stared at her in silence. 

"I cannot ask father for it," she added, 
" and I must have it immediately." 

^^ For what, child ? Surely your milliner's^ 
bill . is not so pressing that you need ask 
assistance from a stranger ? " 

" A stranger. Ah ! you are not a stranger. 
Indeed, indeed, I cannot do without it. You 
do not know how much you will serve us all 
by doing this." 

" Then, first, tell me what you want to da 
with the money ?" 

"I cannot." 

" And I cannot understand the power which 
compels me to give it you; but mind that you 
do not betray my trust." Taking her face 
between his hands, he held it upwards towards 
the starlight, and gazed at it with almost 
fatherly tenderness. " There is an honest 
light looking out from your heart upon me,'^ 
he said, " and I could not place more confi- 
dence in my own Kathleen than I can place 
in you. No, you will never betray my trusty 
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nor the trust of those who are nearer and 
dearer to you." 

Something in his voice affected Dorina 
even more than his words, and it took na 
small amount of self-control to crush back the^ 
tears that were welling from her heart. 

" Here is all the money I have about me," 
he continued, counting ten one pound notes 
into her hand, " and it is by chance that I 
have even so much. It is rent I received for 
one of the village houses, and fortunately did 
not put it away." 

He felt in sundry other pockets for some- 
more stray notes, but had none. 

" This is too much, I think, sir; however, 
I shall keep it, not knowing what calls I may 
have upon it." 

" And you will not tell me what it is for ?" 

" No. But you shall know very soon ; and 
you said you could trust me." 

They entered the house, and Mr. Rochfort,. 
after explaining the non-success of his visit 
to Mr. O'Donnell, bade all good-night, and 
went home to tell his wife what had happened 
in the starlight, only keeping back one fact 
— he never mentioned a word about the- 
pound notes. 
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When everyone else was asleep at Rosmary, 
Dorina was pacing her solitary chamber in 
restless perplexity. Do what she would, she 
could not compose herself, neither would 
sleep visit her weary eyes. She had tossed 
about on her bed for a while, but no effort of 
will could allay the devouring anxiety that 
possessed her, and again she paced the floor 
distractedly. 

Worn out at length, she sat down to think, 
but her brain was racked by thought already ; 
so she started up once more, went out to the 
lobby, and listened. All was still, except the 
ticking of the clock on the stairs. Moila's 
door was open, and creeping over, she knelt 
down beside the bed. How quietly the Sweet 
Rose slept, like a child in her young inno- 
cence, with her flushed cheek laid quietly on 
the pillow, and her hair scattered about in 
beautiful disarray. One little hand lay out- 
side the coverlet; and, unable to resist the 
impulse that tempted her, Dorina took a 
ring off her own finger and slipped it on her 
sister's. It was an old-fashioned loop, with 
stones set in it which spelt Regard. Slight 
as the touch was, Moila tossed her aracLS above 
her head as though disturbed, and murmured 
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something in her sleep. Then Dorina crept 
from the room as stealthily as she had entdred. 

People in the country are said to be up at 
cockcrow, but even the cock can be lazy of a 
winter's morning, and Moila was angry with 
him as she lay listening for his first call. She 
longed for a streak of light to come over the 
horizon, and wondered if Dorina had slept 
better than she had done, for she had counted 
every chime of the '^ old clock on the stair" 
since midnight. 

At last it was time to rise, and Moila was 
glad to avail herself of it ; but scarcely had 
she dressed, when the sound of weeping and 
loud voices came from her mother's room. 
She hurried down the lobby, which divided 
it from her own, and entered without cere- 
mony ; then a dizziness whirled through her 
brain, and a horrible fear seized upon her, 
for one glance told her that another and a 
greater misfortune than leaving Rosmary 
had come upon them. 

Her mother was seated in a chair crying 
bitterly ; and the servants were all gathered 
about her father in loud condolence. But it 
was his face which most alarmed her — it was 
so white, so stem, and fiiU of woe. 
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Moila could not speak. She dare not ask 
the question that was hovering on her lips. 
She could do nothing but stand there with 
a sinking heart until some one said beside 
her, — 

'Hi is Miss Dorina that is gone from us, 
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CHAPTER III. 



SUSPECTED. 



Unable clearly tq comprehend what was 
uttered beside her, Moila moved a step nearer 
to her mother ; butMrs. M^Dermott, as though 
frightened at her presence, started from her 
seatj and flung her arms round her husband's 
neck. 

^' What is wrong with you ? " asked Moila, 
at length. ^^ Why do you treat me like 
this ? And why is father's face so white and 
wicked?" 

The woman trembled at the questions; 
but, taking no further notice of them, clung 
closer to her husband, who tried to unclasp 
her hold ; but $he would not release him. 

^^ Never fear me," he cried. /'I shall not 
visit her sister's sins upon her. Do you think 
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I want to strike her ? Not I, indeed. Moila^ 
you want to know what is wrong with your 
mother. It is this : it is shame — ^shame and 
son-ow for a daughter's loss! Dorina has 
eloped with Erroll Desmond." 

A look of intense anguish was all the sign 
that Moila gave of comprehending now. 

" You are sorry," he added, sarcastically, 
" or rather you pretend to be, that is more 
likely. You must reveal what you know 
about this, and speak out quickly, or the 
hand that was never yet raised in chastise* 
nient shall bo so now." 

A moan broke piteously firom MoUa's lips ; 
but nothing more. And again the enraged 
man endeavoured ineffectually to free himself 
fix>m the clasp that boimd him. 

*^ By Heaven, I will make the stubborn 
girl speak out, if I were to lash her ! " he 
muttoivd. " Answer me. Did you see Des- 
nioud heiv last night ? " 

(iriof and ten-or had kept Moila sUent 
until now, and two words came out wifh 
a pisp. 

- 1 did;^ 

** And vou lent her monev?" 
She was silent. 
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" You lent her money ! " he repeated, 
savagely. 

" I did." 

" Is not this enough to set a man beside 
himself ?— ^this treachery plotted under my 
very roof, and by my own children ? Moila, 
Moila, an hour ago I thought you would have 
been a comfort even in this sorrow ; but for 
all I know now you have deceived us as 
cruelly as — as she." The strong man broke 
down, the bulwarks of his pride gave way, 
and he bowed his face over his wife's shoulder, 
to hide the tears he was ashamed of. 

But that weakness lasted only for a second, 
and the next brought back all the fire of his 
wrath. He put the weeping woman from 
his arms by main force, and dragged Moila 
into the centre of the room. 

'' Look at her," he said, turning to those 
present ; ^^ look at her, — is there guilt or 
falsehood on her face ? Are they not hidden 
under a fair covering? Ah! Heaven, this 
dishonour is ruin indeed. But my curse 
will blight the villain who has brought it on 
our home, who made my child a blot upon 
our hearth, and her name a byword for my 
enemies." 

VOL. II. c 
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With his hands upraised, he was about to 
utter a curse, which, from his attitude, would 
have been as solemn as a prayer ; but a cry 
from Mrs. M^Dermott arrested the terrible 
words upon his lips, and he turned from her 
with a bitter sigh. 

^^ Passion makes you unjust, sir," said 
Moila. " You have wronged both my sister 
and myself. She is as innocent as I am, and 
if she be really gone — " 

" It is with ErroU Desmond." 

'' No — no — no. If she be really gone from 
Rosmary, it is — ^it is — " 

Again she paused, and grew confiised ; for 
she could not even account to herself for 
Dorina's actions. 

'' What then ? Go on. Finish your sen- 
tence. It is what ? " 

^^ I do not know, sir." 

^^ Idiot ! I thought as much." 

^' I know that she is innocent and true." 

^' And what reason have you for knowing 
it ? What more can you tell about her ? 
Explain yourself, and do not stand there 
shaking like a fool ! Where is Dorina M^Der- 
mott gone to ?" 

But Moila was silent. She could explain 
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nothing, and only hung her head at her 
father's questions. 

^' Then tell me, darling," said Mrs. M^Der- 
mott, — ^' tell me where is Dorina, for my 
heart is bursting for the sight of her." 

There was a pathos in her mother's simple 
words that affected the poor girl more than 
her father's anger had done ; but she could 
give no account of her sister, and she left 
ihe room without replying. 

She went to Dorina's little chamber ; every- 
thing there looked quite the same as usual, 
from the delicate chintz curtains to the many 
elegant trifles which proved the refined taste 
of its occupant. On closer inspection, how- 
ever, Moila found that the bed had not been 
lain in, although its counterpane was crumpled 
in slight disorder; and she guessed aright 
that Dorina had only thrown herself upon 
it for a short while. 

Hours ago she had discovered the regard 
ring upon her finger, and what she had first 
taken to be a playful freak of her sifter's 
now became synonymous of something evil. 
What she could not tell, for nothing could 
make her believe in her sister's guilt. 

She next examined Dorina's wardrobe, and 
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found that the linsey dress, in the pocket of 
which she had put the purse the night before^ 
had disappeared, along with a seal-skin jacket 
and some mufflings. That was all she could 
discover, and she went back to her mother 
more puzzled than before. 

^^Well, child," said Mrs. M^Dermott, as- 
she entered, " can you, or will you, tell me 
now ? " 

'' Dearest mother, you know I would do* 
so if I could ; but I cannot — ^indeed, indeed I 
cannot. Do not think anything hard of 
Dorina, for although appearances are against 
her, I know she is innocent." 

The farm servants had dispersed to their 
work, and her father was sitting on a little 
table by the window, with one leg swinging^ 
to and fro, and his arms linked curiously 
behind his back — ^he seemed to be staring^ 
into vacancy ; and Moila, laying her hand 
upon his shoulder, looked up into his face, — 

" Father," she said, '' who told you I lent 
Dorina money ?" 

Without speaking, he nodded to the mantel- 
piece, and she saw a scrap of white paper 
fluttering upon it. It was a note which the 
missing girl had left on her mother's pillow, 
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as she stole from the house. Moila tore it 
open and literally devoured its contents. 

'' Dearest father," she read, '' Toby will 
explain what I have done. I would have 
<5onsulted you and mother about it, but knew 
you would only throw obstacles in my way. 
I have plenty of money. Mr. Rochfort lent 
me ten pounds last night, Moila and another 
&iend lent me more. Do not be in the least 
uneasy about me ; and, as I said before, Toby 
will explain before breakfast-hour. I shall 
be sure to write to-morrow. 

" As ever, your dutiful, 

" Toby will explain," repeated Moila; 
*' where is he ?" - 

"No one knows; he is neither in the 
house nor about the place. That letter is 
only to put us off our guard- — it is a subter- 
fuge." 

" He is sure to be here very soon, so keep 
up a good heart, father, dear, and you will 
ifind that all will be right in the end." 

But Toby Downs did not make his 
appearance at the farm either at breakfast 
or at dinner hour, and Moila's heart failed 
ier. It was terrible to look at her parents 
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sitting down to their untasted meals, with 
their eyes always turned in the same direc- 
tion, watching for Toby and he not to come. 

Some one else did though — ^Kathleen 
Rochfortj and Moila flew to meet her. 

" Did you see Toby ?" she asked, even 
before the usual salutation was given. 

" It is that which has brought me here,'^ 
answered Kathleen, in a subdued voice, and 
pointing towards the parlour window. ' ' Your 
mother would be frightened to death if she 
were to hear what I have to tell about him^ 
How are we to manage ?" 

^^ Kathleen, Kathleen, what has happened 
to him ?" 

'^ He has been terribly beaten; father found 
him lying senseless by the road-side, and got 
him brought to our house. I think he ha& 
his senses about him now, although the poor 
fellow is speechless." 

'' Oh, what does all this mean ? Did you 
hear about Dorina ?" 

"No, what of her?" 

" She left us secretly last night. Poor 
mother found her letter, and went about the 
farm like a lunatic, asking the servants all 
fiorts of questions, before I knew a word 
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about it. Toby was to explain all to us, 
and now he is in the state you say ; what 
shall we do, what shall we do ?'' 

Wondering why the girls stood talking so 
long in the cold, Mrs. M^Dermott joined them, 
and insisted on knowing what Kathleen had 
to say; then the farmer, bare-headed and 
anxious, followed his wife ; and soon a couple 
of the labourers were despatched to the village 
for Toby. 

The evening was falling, and Kathleen 
could not stay longer, so Moila accompanied 
her a little way down the road, for she 
always found it hard to part from Charley's 
sister. Then the girls had a little bit of gossip 
on their own account, and Moila's eyes were 
bright again when Kathleen went way. 

She was leaning over the little wicket-gate 
at the side of the house, when the ex-steward 
of Castlethomond accosted her. 

^^ It is bad news I am after hearing this 
day, Miss M^Dermott," he said ; ^^ your sister 
gone off with Mr. ErroU at last. He has 
brought a sorry blight upon your hearth, 
mavourneen.^^ 

^^No, no, do not say that; she is not with 
him, unless it be as his wife." 
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" The world's wickedness is new to you, 
my child ; may it be long so. I saw your 
father a while ago ; he is a crushed and broken- 
heayted man. It was bad enough for him to 
lose his home, but to lose his daughter too is 
more than he can bear. Aye, and it is more 
than he will bear either, for he swears to be 
revenged on Mr. Desmond before another 
day is passed. I know now why I was turned 
from the old place, and why Tyrrell was 
taken in my stead. I would not do this 
dirty work, and Mr. Desmond knew it." 

Not wishing to speak more upon the 
subject, Doherty resumed his way, and still 
Moila leant over the gate ; but now the hot 
tears were falling over her half-numbed 
fingers, and she did not see the man who was 
watching her jfrom the opposite side of the 
road. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A GENTLEMAN IN DISGUISE. 

Teeling very sad at heart, despite the 
•cheerfulness which she had assumed in her 
Mend's presence, Kathleen Rochfort walked 
along the lonely road towards the village, 
so deeply engrossed with conjectures as to 
where Dorina M'Dermott had gone to, that 
she did not perceive the approach of a 
person who was close beside her. From his 
dress she ^ took him to be the stranger, or 
rather Mr. Seaward, but a second glance 
assured her of her mistake. He went on, and 
she quickened her pace for a while longer ; 
then becoming ajware that footsteps were 
following her, she looked back, and ipund it 
-was the man with the cloak and slouched hat, 
who had just passed her. 

" Miss Rochfort," he said, as he came up, 
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" will you tell me if you are coming from the 
farm yonder ?" 

^^Rosmary?" 

" Yes J Rosmary. Is the family in any 
peculiar difficulty?" 

^^ Why do you ask?" 

^ ^ ^ I am after hearing at the village inn 
that Miss M'Dermott has eloped with Mr. 
Desmond." 

" Gossips say more than what is true." 

'^ Then you saw her at home ?" 

" I did not say so." 

" No ; but you must have seen her if she 
were 1;here ; and if you want to befriend the 
M^Dermotts, you will tell me if Dorina is at 
the farm now." 

'' She is not." 

^' And does no one know where she is gone- 
to?" 

^' You are a stranger to me, sir, and I do* 
not like to speak to you of this." 

The man grasped her arm impatiently, 
and shook her, gently indeed, but quite 
enough to terrify her. 

'^ For mercy sake unhand me," she cried ; 
^^ Dorina is gone, and no one knows where- 
to." 
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He released her instantly, and reti^aeed his 
steps towards Rosmary. 

Kathleen wondered who he was, — certainly 
not Mr. Seaward, although dressed exactly^ 
like him ; and as the voice was also disguised, 
she failed to see through the piece of mas- 
querading. 

Scarcely had old Doherty vanished from 
Moila's sight as she leant over the gate, when 
another person stood beside her, and, starting" 
round, she looked fiiU into his face, waiting 
for him to speak ; it was Mr. Seaward. *He 
wore the same hat and cloak that he had 
worn in the summer time, but she fancied 
that his skin was fairer, and that his beard 
was more mixed with grey than when she 
saw him last, yet he never appeared to better 
advantage. 

^^ Good evening. Miss M^Dermott," he 
said. " I am just after coming from the 
village, where I heard that one of your ser- 
vants lies badly hurt." 

" Yes, father has sent to have him brought 
home." 

" How could he have got himself into such 
a mess? Perhaps he had a quarrel with 
some one about here." 
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Moila thought of Pat McCarthy, and a 
new Kght broke in upon her. " Yes," she 
answered, quickly. " And, oh ! perhaps that 
is the cause of his being beaten, and not the 
other thing?" 

^^ What other thing?" 

^^I feared it was something connected 
with my sister." 

" I heard of her leaving Rosmary last 
night, and I can tell you something about 
her." 

" Oh, sir, pray do— pray tell me what you 
know about my sister." 

" She has not gone away with Erroll 
Desmond, that I frankly assure you." 

^^ Thank Heaven ! Then where is she ? " 

^^ I cannot say, — at least I can scarcely 
explain to you, whatever I may think." 

" And what do you think ? You must 
have some reason for giving me such hope ? " 

*^ It is for fear your hope should rise too 
high that I do not like to say too much. I 
may be mistaken, you know." 

^^If so, you will not be to blame. Oh! 
please tell me, where is Dorina ? " 

Seaward paused, and seemed uncertain 
what to answer. 
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^^ How do you know she is not with Des- 
mond ? " Moila asked, determined not to be 
turned from her purpose. 

" He is here." 

"Is it possible ? Mr. ErroU here, at the 
Castle." 

"Not at the Castle, but prowling about 
here in disguise; in fact, dressed exactly- 
like me, whom he has evidently imitated," 

" Good gracious! perhaps you are him?" 

Seaward laughed, and pulled his beard. 
" This is not false," he replied, " and I do 
not look like him, do I ? " 

But Moila was too much occupied with 
her own thoughts to note his question, 

" Did you see him prowling about here^ 
sir?" she next demanded. 

" I did, and could not be mistaken. He 
does not know of Donna's disappearance yet ; 
when he does, he will either reveal himself 
and giye up his plot, or he will follow her." 

"But how could he know where to find 
her, if there had not been some pre-concerted 
arrangement between them ? " 

" He might guess." 

" It would be impossible, when all our 
ingenuity failed to do so. Oh! pray tell 
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me, Mr. Seaward, what you think about 
her." 

^^ That she is a noble girl, completely 
tlirown away in the humble sphere which 
fate has consigned her to." 

^^ I do not want to learn your opinion of 
her — ^you are only playing with my anxiety. 
•Cannot you tell me where you think she is 
gone?" 

" To Dublin." 

"To Dublin, for what?" 

" To see llr. Wormington." 

" My father's lawyer. Oh ! sir, my sister 
is gone about the lease ; that is what she 
wanted with the money. Oh ! what stupid 
fools we have all been. Thank you, thank 
you ! " And away she flew in delight. She 
was in such a hurry to impart this joyful 
news to her parents, that she did not hear 
what the stranger said afterwards. How- 
ever, he ran and out-distanced her, smart 
as she was. 

" Look, child/' he said, angrily ; " who is 
that waving his hand, and running towards 
us at the rate of a himt ?" 

"Good Heaven, Mr. Seaward, if you were 
not beside me, I would say it was yourself." 
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^' Then his disguise is quite complete, 
hut the purpose of it is an utter failure.'^ 

/^ And that purpose ? " 

'' Was to forward his designs on your 
.sister's peace. But she has outwitted him, 
and yet shall triumph." 

Seaward fell back a few paces as the other 
man came up. 

^^ Is this true ?" he asked, as well as he 
-could articulate; for either fast walking or 
some inward feeling had interfered with his 
breathing. 

^^Is what true?" she returned, surprised 
-at his transformation. 

"Is Dorina gone from Rosmary?" The 
hat and cloak were thrown off, the beard 
was plucked from his chin, and Desmond 
stood before her, shaking and faltering like 
an old man. ' " Moila, Moila," he added, 
" tell me if this be true, — is Dorina gone 
about that cursed lease ?'' 

" She is, and Heaven send her power to 
baffle you, you wicked, cruel man." 

Without another word, without even a 
glance at Seaward, Erroll darted through 
the fields towards the Castle. By means of 
a private key, he entered that solitary dwell- 
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ing, where not a sound was heard except 
his own footfall on the matting, and not a 
living soul was near him ; but he did not feel 
its loneliness, he was only capable of one 
thought — Dorina had escaped him, escaped 
for the present, at least, and that was suffi- 
cient to make him forget everything else. ' 

What should he do ? The girl's very de- 
fiance made him love her more. But he coidd 
not marry her : there was an insurmoimtable 
barrier between them — ^position, grade, caste, 
whatever he liked to call it, it was there, and 
he could not surmount it. 

Sitting in the solitary dining-room as 
master of that proud Castle, he asked him- 
self what happiness its grandeur had ever 
brought him. None : he was a crushed and 
miserable man, almost without love or kindred; 
for had not even his mother, in a measure, 
abandoned him, by rejecting his affection 
ever since he could remember ? He wished 
that he had been bom in an humbler sphere, 
for then he could have made Dorina his 
wife without a fear of the world's cold scorn ; 
but now he shrank from it, and had not 
courage to dare or face it. 

Like almost every other man, he had 
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one mighty theory for solving his knotty 
problem — smoke. ErroU lighted a cigar, 
and began that process. However, he had 
not quite solved it, when he thought of two 
letters which had lain in his pocket since 
morning; and a couple of lines from each 
will reveal the lights and shades of his cha- 
racter as well as anything else. 

One was from Lady Ada Grrayston, a part 
of which ran thus: — ^^ Thanks, a thousand 
times, for acceding to my request of not 
levelling those cottages ; also for the liberal 
donation you sent for their improvement." 

The other letter was from Miss Setmore, a 
lady whom he had known abroad, and said : 
— ^^ I fear you are a sad truant, it is such a 
long, long time since we have met ; but I 
shall be visiting some friends near you very 
soon, and then, dear ErroU, need I tell you 
how happy that shall make me ? " 

Throwing the two epistles carelessly into 
the fire, he again turned his thoughts to his 
problem, what should he do with the girl 
he loved ? Give her up ? He would rather 
give up his life. Marry her? The cigar 
was smoked to the end, and ErroU started 
up, a happy man. 

VOL. II. D 
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Wliy do not women try this extraordinary 
mode of getting rid of their perplexities ? 
If they did, would not men be sure to give 
it up, and the revenue be the only sufferer ? 

Toby Downs was brought on a litter that 
night to Rosmary; and although the poor 
fellow was weak from loss of blood, he in- 
sisted not only in obeying Dorina's injunc- 
tion,^ but on giving some sort of an account 
of himself. He was very jealous of his abil- 
ities as a pugilist, and dwelt much on the 
cowardly attack of Pat McCarthy, who had 
had two "comrade boys to back him up, 
and who took such a dirty advantage of his 
single hands." However, Toby relieved every 
one's mind about Dorina, on one point, at 
least, for she had gone to Dublin about the 
lease. But picturing her in a strange city, 
and among strangers, was very terrible to 
the simple M^Dermotts, and was more than 
enough to chase sleep from every pillow 
that night at Rosmary. But Moila was 
haunted by a more desperate fear than that, 
for she believed that Erroll Desmond was on 
her sister's track, and that he could not fail 
to find her. 
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CHAPTER V. 



SOMETHING EXPLAINED. 



The morning on which Dorina was over- 
taken by Erroll Desmond in the glen was 
an era in her life never likely to be for- 
gotten. His vows of love were repeated, 
but he refused the only title that would in- 
duce her to accept them. She rejected his 
proposal of elopement with scorn and loath- 
ing ; until at last, maddened by passion, he 
swore revenge, not only on herself, but on 
her family. He told her that the lease of 
Rosmary Farm had fallen into his hands by 
Everett's death, and that he would ruin her 
father by ejecting him jfrom it. At first 
the young girl could not believe him to be 
in earnest, but quickly learned that he meant 
to carry out his threat. Fear and affection 
, made her implore his leniency ; but there 
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was only one way for it to be granted ; and 
as beggary was preferable to dishonour^ 
Donna parted from her lover in the glen 
with the consciousness of being the means 
of dragging those she loved into a state of 
dire poverty. 

It had been a stormy scene, and it had 
racked her brain with many a bitter thought ; 
but she sacredly vowed to make him yet atone 
for it by the offer of his name and fortime. 

It was a wild and dangerous game she 
meant to play ; but the firm conviction that 
she would win, gave her courage through 
the worst. Once or twice, indeed, that 
courage failed her, but never so much as 
on the occasion when, through the means of 
Toby's cunning, she learned that ErroU was 
losing no time in the execution of his threats 

The day Moila saw her meet Desmond in 
the path which led to the ruined abbey, he 
had come there for the purpose of seeing if 
she had regretted her rejection of him. On 
finding to the contrary, he showed her the 
announcement of Everett's death in the 
paper, and assured her that he meant to 
act upon the power it gave him, — ^he woidd 
eject her father from Rosmary at once. Mad 
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^th indignation, she accused him of insert- 
ing a false report, and asserted that Everett 
was not dead. It had been a random shot 
on her part, but it told well, for the manner 
in which Erroll took it instantly aroused 
her suspicions of the possibility of a truth 
that she had most opportunely thought of. 

However, the notice came shortly after 
that meeting ; and Dorina, finding that no 
time was to be lost in proving the assertion 
of Everett's existence, went to Dublin to find 
n trace of the missing man. Had she con- 
sidted her parents on the matter, they would 
have laughed at the idea of such a wild-goose 
chase, they being fiiUy satisfied that the 
notice was legal. So, assisted only by the 
faithful Toby, she found herself safe out of 
Kosmary, and comfortably seated on the 
only conveyance that could be procured, — 
it was a real old Irish jaunting car; but 
^uch as it was, it came from her native vil- 
lage, and landed her in Limerick in time to 
^atch the first train for the metropolis. 

To many coimtry girls the city of the 
violated treaty would have appeared as a 
perfect fairy-land, peopled with dukes and 
^ven princesses, for surely it must have taken 
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a mint of money to purchase the velvets and 
satins so temptingly displayed in the shop 
windows. The simple girls would know 
nothing of the cotton backs and Frenchified 
ettes that are now outvieing the grandexir of 
our great-grandmothers, — ^they would have 
taken the shadow for the substance ; but not 
so Dorina, who, accustomed to all those 
things, took little notice of them after the 
first two or three woman-like glances, which 
could not possibly be resisted. 

At the Kingsbridge terminus she was a 
little confused by the concourse of people 
who thronged about her, and stood gazing at 
the cabs, without having the courage to call 
one, as she saw others do, until a porter came 
to her relief. 

^^Cab, miss?" he said, in the usual hack- 
neyed phrase of his class. 

'' I want one to take me to an hotel," she 
replied, timidly ; and something in the gentle 
voice seemed to strike pleasantly on his ear, 
for he asked more kindly if she had any 
luggage. 

" Only this carpet-bag," was the modest 
answer. 

'^ What hotel do you want to go to, miss?" 
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" I do not know ; perhaps you could direct 



me." 



^^ Have you no one with you ?■ — ^your mother 
or some friend ?" 

^^No, not one." 

^^ Sorry for that. But you know some 
people in Dublin, perhaps ?" 

^^No, indeed. I suppose there can be no 
difficulty in finding an hotel?" 

The railway official stroked his beard in 
embarrassment, and Dorina understood her 
difficulty. She was alone in a strange city, 
where no one knew her. 

" I shall drive to Gardiner's Street at once, 
to Mr. Wormington, who is my father's 
lawyer." 

" That is the best thing to do, miss. What 
number shall I say?" 

^^ I do not know the number." 

^^ No matter ; Jarvey will make that all 
right." And his words were verified ; for after 
driving up and down, to the right and to the 
left, Dorina found herself at the lawyer's door, 
and shortly after in his office. 

She was faint and weary, but her anxiety 
acting as a stimulant, gave her strength. A 
young man came forward as she entered, 
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and, after placing a chair, which she gladly 
accepted, inquired her business. 

" Mr. Wormington is on the Continent," 
he replied, in answer to her question as to 
whether he could be seen. 

On the Continent ! The clerk's' words were 
like a cold bath to her fever: they chilled 
and frightened her. 

^^ When will he be home?'' she asked, 
trembling. 

"In a week or fortniglit, I suppose, 
miss." 

The cold, unsympathetic voice, so imlike 
what she was accustomed to, grated so pain- 
fully on her over-strung nerves, that she sat 
staring at tlie young man, scarcely compre- 
hending the meaning it conveyed. 

" Mr. Wormington's partner will be here 
in the morning, and can transact any busi- 
ness for you," he added, more kindly, and 
trying to withdraw his thoughts from the 
beautiful face that dazzled liim. 

" I came about the lease of a farm in the 
county Clare. I want to know if Mr. Everett 
is dead, and what Mr. Wormington knows 
about him." 

By degrees, but in a rather unbusiness-like 
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fashion, Dorina made what she required quite 
clear to the admiring clerk, who, perhaps 
pitying her friendless condition, for she had 
hinted at it, volunteered to procure another 
cab. When this was done, and he discovered 
that the lovely client really knew not where 
to drive to, he was utterly nonplussed, and 
acknowledged that he could help her no 
further. 

" I suppose I can have no difficulty in 
procuring a lodging at an hotel ?" she said, 
with one dainty foot on the step. But re- 
membering the said difficulty by the railway 
porter's embarrassment, she became embar- 
rassed also, and hurriedly took her seat. 

^^ It is so awkward for a young girl like 
you to go to an hotel alone," the young man 
boldly explained. '^ However, if you will not 
mind it, that difficulty shall be overcome, for 
I know the manager of one where you will 
be taken care of, and if you will allow me I 
shall take you safely there." 

With many faintly murmured thanks, 
Dorina accepted the young man's offer — 
indeed, there was no alternative ; and after 
a little delay, during which the office was 
^ven in charge to some one else, they drove 
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to the Grresliam, and procured the desired 
accommodation without demur. Dorina had 
already found one friend in the strange city, 
and she parted from him with suitable expres- 
sions of gratitude. 

She had never been in such a position 
before — alone amongst straugers, and she felt 
nervous and uncomfortable even before she 
retired for the night. Then the noise of the 
streets, so different to the quiet country, kept 
her awake for hours, and it was the crowing- 
of a cock in the distance that soothed her to 
sleep at last, — it was a soimd of home, sweet 
home. 

The morning's light brought fi'esh light ta 
Dorina's heart. She was met at the lawyer's 
door by the enamoured clerk, who had 
expounded her business to his employers, 
and assured her that Mr. Everett was not 
dead, but at present living at Milan, where 
he had entertained Mr. Wormington with 
princely hospitality but a few days pre- 
viously. 

It took a much longer time to make Dorina 
believe in her good fortune than it had done 
to make the young clerk understand her 
business the night before. She had planned 



SOMETHING EXPLAINED. 43 

for herself a long and weary search for the 
reputed dead man, and no end of law in- 
trigues ; but here were her difficulties made 
straight, and the rainy day she had endea- 
voured to provide for came with sunshine 
instead of showers. 

Her new friend followed her to the office 
door, after she had had her interview with 
the partner. "If you remain in Dublin to- 
night," he said, respectfully, "may I bring 
my sister to see you ? There is a great actor 
at the Theatre Royal who would delight 
you." 

" Thank you, I am returning by the mail 
train this evening," Dorina replied curtly, 
for her anxiety to send home a telegram 
imparting the joyful news of Everett's exist-^ 
ence made her neglectful even of the young 
man's courtesy. 

Turning from Gardiner's Street into Earl 
Street, some one caught the sleeve of her 
jacket, and she glanced round reprovingly. 
Another glance met hers, a glance she knew 
too well, for Erroll Desmond was the 
offender. 

" I hope I have not torn the lace off?" he 
said, raising his hat. " You will pardon the 
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unintended rudeness, in the pleasure of seeing 
an old friend." 

She was too much surprised to reply, and 
he was not one to lose an advantage; he 
drew her hand within his arm, and turned 
in the direction she was going. 

Alone in a strange city, or worse than 
alone, accompanied by ErroU Desmond, 
what would the world say? Had not the 
tongues of her enemies some grounds for 
scandal now ? Would even Kathleen Roch- 
fort's friendship be proof against so suspicious 
an appearance as this ? 

Such were Donna's thoughts as she con- 
templated the handsome face beside her, and 
for the second time in her life she appealed 
to his generosity. 

^^ If you have any respect for your mother's 
humble friend," she said, " you will let me 
return without your escort. Think of what a 
bitter grief it would be to her if she knew 
how you have acted towards me and to my 
father." 

^^ My mother is nothing to me, or rather I 
am nothing to her — ^never was. She would not 
€are a jot if I were laimched into perdition 
to-morrow for any of my misdeeds. How- 
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ever, I do not mean to try her. Dorina, I 
will not leave you now, after all my trouble 
in finding you, — ^not, at least, until we are 
friends again. I am weary of this cross-^ 
battle. Shall we cry a truce ?" 
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CHAPTER VI. 



HOPE AND DESPAIR. 



DoRiNA saw that Erroll Desmond meant what 
he said, and that it would be no easy task to 
rid herself of him. She would have been 
flattered, would have been proud of his con- 
stancy, had it been properly directed. She 
believed he loved her, and that no other 
woman could win his heart jfrom her. She 
meant sooner or later to become his wife; 
but the obstacles to that event seemed to be 
increasing so plentifully around her, that she 
knew it would require all her ingenuity and 
tact to surmount them : that, however, 
was for an after-consideration, her present 
interests were involved in the security of 
Rosmary. 

The people passing to and fro turned to 
look at them, for her tell-tale face could not 
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conceal her chagrin at this unexpected meet- 
ing. But still he would not leave her. 

'' You are a simple creature, after all/' he 
resumed. " You thought to outwit me in this 
affair about the lease as you did outwit me 
in the fern grotto. Dorina, you have been 
the very plague of my existence. From the 
time I was a boy you bewitched me, and the 
madness grew as I grew older. No other 
being ever had any influence over me — ^that 
you know too well; and it is downright obsti- 
nacy on your part not to acknowledge that 
you appreciate my sincerity." 

^' This is neither the time nor place for 
you to speak in this manner, Mr. Desmond." 

" What has time or place to do with my 
feelings ? You know that when you were a 
little golden-headed child I took pride in 
letting our small companions see what I 
thought about you. Now you are in Dublin 
among the most fashionable people of the 
metropolis, and do you lose by contrast ? 
No ; you gain in beauty and refinement ; 
and if those people remark my earnestness, 
they cannot blame me. You are attracting 
them as well as me." 

It was true. Quietly dressed as she was, 
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Dorina was more admired than the aristo- 
cratic belles who walked so proudly by her. 

^^ K you cared really for that golden- 
headed child, you would never have tried ta 
blot out her existence after she had grown to 
womanhood." 

^^ How blot out her existence? What do 
you mean ? " 

^ ^ Sever the ties of kindred and affection ; 
ignore the life of self-respect, and what i» 
left. Ah ! you have done your best to kill, 
morally, at least, her who was once that 
golden-headed child." 

'' Dorina, had you been bom a lady, you 
would only have known the good side of my 
heart; as it is, you know the very worst. 
But you cannot understand the misery of 
loving one who is not in your own position. 
You need not look so vexed, for you know I 
am speaking truly. I am proud, and you 
are beneath me in statiort,. although in nothing 
else." He stopped, and thought deeply for 
a few moments, then added hurriedly, ^' You 
have repulsed me, at least you have done so 
lately. But if I could believe that you would 
ever love me — ^really love me — " 

" Do not believe it," she interrupted. "No 
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word or deed of mine shall ever lead you to 
believe it. Even if I once liked you, would 
not your ill behaviour have obliterated every 
trace of kindly feeling from my heart? After 
what has occurred about the lease, I wonder 
you dare to look me in the face again." 

"All is fair in love and war. You re- 
member that old saying ? " 

"I never can cease to remember the in- 
jury you have endeavoured to do my father, 
and the base trap that you and your tool, 
Tyrrell, laid for me ! It was unworthy of 
you as a gentleman, and dishonourable of 
you as a man. But you, who are so much 
above me in station, can afford to laugh at 
an humble girl's reproof. However, let this 
be the last time that such words shall pass 
between us. My father will have his lease 
properly renewed, and from this time forward 
he will know that he has an enemy in his 
landlord." 

' ' There you are mistaken. No other man 
would do more to serve Mr. M^Dermott than 
I would." 

" You proved what you would do to injure 
him ; but, thank Heaven, I have proved you 
powerless." 

VOL. II. ' E 
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" How have you done so ? " 

'^ Mr. Everett is alive and well, or, what is 
more to the purpose, he is not dead.'* She 
uttered the three last words with peculiar 
emphasis. 

^^Let that be as it may, a little time will 
prove. Will you cross over by the pillar? 
I wonder if Nelson's ambition ever soared to 
such a height as that pinnacle ? I have no 
ambition, none except to gain your love, 
Dorina ; fortune has provided all else for me. 
Will you go over, or come down Sackville 
Street ? " 

^^ Sackville Street to the right. I am re- 
peating a lesson I learned from the waiter 
this morning as to which way I was to go. 
The Gresham is not far down." 

She withdrew her arm without farther 
ceremony, knowing full well that he would 
follow her. He did so, but only for a few 
paces, then he took the lead. She saw him 
pass her, the admired of all admirers, and 
her heart swelled with triumph to know how 
much he loved her, — ^he, the proud gentle- 
man, who could have chosen from the highest 
ranks, and she, the humble farmer's daughter, 
who was as nothing in the world he lived in. 
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She thought of Lynmore, whom she fancied 
she had loved too fatally for her own peace, 
and even he sank into insignificance com- 
pared to the man who walked before her with 
6uch a kingly air. But he had insulted her; 
she must remember that. ^ Why did he not 
pass her by as he was passing those fashion- 
able ladies now ? Why had he treated her 
,so cruelly ? — and why was Dorina now trying 
to form some excuses for him in her secret 
teart ? Was it the glamour of an awakening 
passion that was coming over her? Was 
she walking to her fate while following on 
his footsteps ? 

At the Gresham he turned, and waited for 
her to approach. '' This is your hotel," he 
«aid. 

She bowed in the aflfirmative, and was 
entering, when he stopped her. '' Do you 
really believe that I am your father's enemy, 
Dorina ? Answer that before you go in." 

" Have you not proved yourself to be so ? 
Would you not have ruined him by turning 
him out of Rosmary — sending him adrift 
upon the world, regardless of his sufferings, 
or of the suffering of the girl you profess to 
care for ? But your deception is brought to 
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light, and even the poor M^Dermotts can set 
you at defiance." 

" How so ?" 

" Mr. Everett is not dead." 

'' Suppose that were true, an old and 
decrepit man's life is not much security, 
consequently Rosmary is uncertain. My will 
must be consulted as to its future disposal." 

" I cannot argue the point with you. I 
only know that for the present we are safe, 
and that dear old Rosmary is still our own."* 

^' Dorina, I will trifle with you no longer. 
If you have been told that Mr. Everett is- 
not dead, you have been misinformed. Come- 
back with me to the lawyer's, and in the 
space of an hour or so a telegram will con- 
vince you to the contrary. I acknowledge 
that the letter which Tyrrell showed yo\ir 
father as coming from Milan to my lawyer 
was a forgery, — ^but I loved you, Dorina, 
and it drove me even to that ; now I have 
come to a right determination, and I swear 
that Everett is dead." 

She was frightened, and trembled visibly ; 
for although her past experience of Erroll'& 
character caused her still to doubt him, the 
persistency with which he urged his state- 
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ment shook her faith in the] truth of what 
the lawyer had told her, and she returned to 
ihe office with sad misgivings as to the result. 

'' I also acknowledge," said ErroU, as they 
retraced their steps, '' that when I first told 
you Mr. Everett was dead, I had not the 
faintest idea of whether he was or not, 
;although from the hour I came into my pre- 
sent position at the Castle I had a sharp 
look out after him. It was the only means 
I had for pimishing you for the way you 
treated me lately ; but I never meant it to go 
beyond ourselves. However, when I found 
•out the truth of my assertion, and also that you 
were still so heartless, revenge mingled with 
my love for a while, and I was determined 
to pursue this to the end. When Moila told 
me you were gone to Dublin, I knew what 
it was for, and I relented, — ^Dorina, I re- 
lented." 

Half this explanation was lost upon her. 
Her thoughts were so fixed upon the coming 
interview, that she heeded nothing else, and 
her agitation became so overpowering when 
she found herself again in the office, that her 
limbs literally shook under her. She sank 
upon the nearest seat, looking like a mute^ 



64 THE SECBET OF TWO HOUSES. 

and listening to what passed between Des- 
mond and the lawyer with an eagerness 
which won the young clerk's sympathetic 
heart more completely than before. 

^' This lady has been here this morning 
already," began ErroU, " and, in the absence 
of Mr. Wormington, consulted you on some 
important business; but she has been set 
upon the wrong track. Mr. Everett is dead ; 
that is sufficient for the present. To estab-^ 
lish that fact satisfactorily to her, you will 
oblige me by sending a telegram to Milan to 
make the necessary inquiries. Miss M^Der-^ 
mott will wait for a reply." 

'^ I think, sir, you will find that this lady 
has been correctly informed, as my partner 
dined with the said gentleman a few days aga 
in Milan." 

^' Are you sure it is not a few weeks ago ? 
Kindly consult your letter." 

After a good deal of rummaging among 
dingy-looking papers, the lawyer found the 
last letter from Mr. Wormington, and Dorina 
kept her eyes fixed on the sheet of writing^ 
as if it contained her doom. 

^' You are quite right, sir; it is positively 
two weeks since my partner saw Mr. Everett. 



?r 
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^* You know the name of your partner's 
residence at Milan, so, to save time, please 
to write a message yourself, and send it by 
your own servant, so that Mr. Desmond 
cannot be accused of trickery in this." 

While the lawyer was doing what was 
requested, ErroU walked about the office in 
thoughtfiil silence, taking no more notice of 
Dorina than if she were a stranger. But 
she watched him keenly, and even in the 
terrible anxiety that pressed upon her, she 
could not help remarking the spendour of 
his appearance. It is strange that often the 
most trivial things will intrude themselves 
into our most serious thoughts. She saw the 
cl^rk, who had been so kind the previous 
evening, place the despatch in the hands of 
the messenger, and noted how carefully his 
hair was curled ; then she wondered what 
he was writing about ; and ended by count- 
ing the seconds on the clock, until it came 
to five minutes of the time the messenger 
was expected to return. A hundred times 
during that interval she felt as if her brain 
would turn, sitting calmly there, waiting 
for the telegram that would either save her 
from or throw her on the mercy of the man 
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whom she now knew she loved as much as 
she distrusted. 

After what seemed to her an age of horrible 
suspense, Dorina saw the messenger enter 
with the return telegram held carelessly be- 
tween his fingers. She started up and scarcely 
breathed while the lawyer opened it. 

^' My partner informs me that Mr. Everett 
died ten days ago. Read for yourself, sir/' 
he said, after another age of more horrible 
suspense to the girl, who listened so 
anxiously. 

ErroU took the paper and spread it before 
Dorina's eyes, but she could see nothing. 
The letters danced before her, and appeared 
as so many blood-red blotches — they con- 
veyed to her no sense or meaning. Then 
ErroU's clear voice repeated word for word 
what was written there, as though impressing 
it upon her memory. 

The terrible truth sank into her mind at 
last. She slowly realized its consequence, 
and turned to depart. 

ErroU, looking sharply at the lawyer, said, 
in marked and distinct tones, — '^ I shall be 
back presently, to transact another business 
matter of importance." 
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Then he offered her his arm, which she 
accepted, for she had little strength left of 
her own. Sorrow and despair prevented her 
noticing any change in his manner, or to 
remark that he never once addressed her 
imtil they came to the hotel. Then he asked 
when she meant to retmn to Rosmary. 

The question stimg her to the quick, and, 
without replying, she withdrew her arm and 
hurried up the staircase. On the first land- 
ing a large mirror reflected her appearance. 
Her eyes had fallen casually jipon it, and she 
scarcely knew herself. Ten years seemed to 
have been added to her life since morning. 

On entering her private sitting-room she 
saw writing materials lying on the table. 
They put her in mind of the promised letter 
io her father ; but how could she write it now ? 
With one sweep her hopes had been shattered. 
She had come all that way only for the con- 
firmation of her worst fears, and how could she 
pen such awful news to those at home? Then 
she remembered that there was no use in her 
remaining longer in Dublin. She had in- 
tended returning by the evening mail, but 
that was when hope and joy were bearing 
her upon their pinions. Now despair sat 
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darkly beside her, and she had no courage 
to turn and face it. 

A waiter entered with a bill of fare, which 
she put aside without looking at, and asked 
for a time-table ; but when it was brought she 
could not make it out. Then he explained 
that the evening mail had started at half-past 
four o'clock, and it was now near six. She 
was late, and dare not travel by night. 

She must write. There was no getting 
out of it now, for she knew of the anxious 
ones who were waiting for that promised 
letter. Twice she took up the pen and laid 
it down again, with a heart-sickness and a 
cold dew breaking over her brow, that de- 
prived her of all power. No ! she could not 
write to tell them that Eosmary was lost 
for ever; so, with a stifled cry, her head 
drooped over the paper, which was blistered 
with the tears she could keep back*no longer. 



A STBANGEB, YET A FBIEND. 69^ 



CHAPTEK VIL 

A STEANGER, YET A FRIEND. 

That niglit the Kingsbridge terminus was iin-^ 
usually peopled with passengers from Dublin 
to the South, but Dorina M^Dermott was not 
among them ; indeed, there were only three^ 
ladies in the motley crowd, one of which 
came into the carriage where young Desmond 
was comfortably ensconscd in a comer, pre- 
paring for a doze. 

He rose with ready politeness, and helped 
in storing away sundry band-boxes and muf- 
fiings, then vacated his own place for the 
stranger, as being the most free from drafts. 

Even Dorina, if she were present, might 
not have trembled, for the lady whom her 
lover attended, being grey and somewhat 
wrinkled, was not a rival likely to awaken 
any jealousy. He took a seat in an opposite 
corner, and began to speculate on his fellow- 
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traveller's manner and appearance. For the 
first he could not say much, as she did not 
condescend to thank him for his trouble about 
her luggage, and for the latter she looked a 
little morose old maid. He could have sworn 
she was an old maid, although she was 
neither starchy nor over-neat. 

She had been attended at the station by a 
servant-man in livery, and, after accepting 
ErrolPs attentions, she settled herself in her 
wrappings, and took no notice of him what- 
ever. She did not close her eyes, or appear 
at all inclined to sleep, and imtil he addressed 
her, seemed unconscious of his presence. 
Then she hugged up her muff and complained 
of the cold, but did not reply to his question, 
whicli he repeated, taking for granted that 
she was deaf, and had not heard him. 

^^Are you in the habit of travelling by 
night, madam ? " 

^^ Habit of travelling by night? Now, 
what lady is given to such a habit, young 
man ? " 

Her curt mode of speaking was something 
now to Desmond, who became fully deter- 
mined to amuse himself at her expense. 

'^ If you are cold, I have a flask of sherry, 
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Trlich, perhaps, you would favour me by 
trying.'^ 

^^ Thank you, stimulants are poison to me 
as well as to every one else who has got any 
brains to preserve." 

" We are going very slowly." 

" Irish trains always go in the same jig- 
jog trot." 

" Then you have experienced those of 
other countries ?" 

" Yes." 

" Would you wish to see the daily papers f 

*^Who could read with such a light as 
that. Besides, I take no interest in what does 
not concern me." 

Heedless of this covert rebuflf, ErroU in- 
sisted in placing his portmanteau under her 
feet as a footstool, which, adding consider- 
ably to her comfort, she became more com- 
municative. 

" It is a tedious journey to Limerick," she 
said. ^^ I have not travelled on this line for 
the last fifteen years ; then I came to the same 
place I am going now, Broadford." 

" County Limerick ? Then we shall travel 
together to both our destinations. May I ask 
to whose residence you are bound?" 
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" Castlethomond. I am going to see Mrs. 
Desmond, who lately lost her son, poor 
i;v^oman." 

" Castlethomond ! to my mother ? I am 
Erroll Desmond, madam." 

The lady bent forward, an eager light came 
into her eyes, and, old as she was, the warm 
blood suffiised her face with a vivid colour ; 
then she reclined back again, and looked 
keenly at him. 

^^ You Erroll ?" She said no more, but con- 
tinued to contemplate him in what seemed to 
him a frowning curiosity. 

He had never seen her before, and fifteen 
years would be a long time to remember even 
if he had. 

^^ I suppose I am as much a stranger to 
you, madam, as you are to me ? " he said. 

^^ Not quite. I have often heard of you. 
You have never heard of me, I dare say; 
besides — now you will laugh, young man, 
ivhen I tell you that these hands of mine 
were the first to wrap you in your swad- 
dling-clothes." 

Erroll did, indeed, laugh, not so much at 
ihe words as the manner in which they were 
uttered; and as at first he had taken for 
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granted that she was deaf, he now took for 
granted that she was mad, and determined to 
humour her. 

^^ You surprise me. And how might the 
interesting baby have obtained the privilege 
of so much kindness from you?" he said. 

'^ You were bom in Brussels." 

^^ So I have been told, and, being fond of 
•company, even then came into the world in 
the companionship of a little sister." 

^' Yes, you were a twin. Where is that 
sister now ?" 

" She is married ; her name is Laffere." 

"Any family?" 

" Yes, a troop of little Laflferes." 

ErroU changed his mind about the stran- 
ger^s sanity, and became serious as he watched 
her from his comer. She remained silent for 
some time, and kept brushing her hand over 
her forehead, as if in painful thought. 

Erroll next ventured to ask her name, and, 
as when first he spoke to her, had to repeat 
the question, but without the same result. It 
was fully five minutes before she withdrew 
her mind from whatever occupied it to the 
necessity of fixing it on passing events ; then 
she opened a small leather-bag, from which 
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an ivory case protruded, and handed him her 
card. ^^ Miss Landford, Merrion Square," he 
read. 

He had never heard the name before, and 
wondered more than ever what could have 
induced her to come so far to see his mother. 
As if guessing his thoughts, she said, ^^ I knew 
Mrs. Desmond ahnost from her birth, but it 
was her sister Edith whom I loved most, — 
loved with a truth which I fear is out of fashion 
now, young man." 

'' I have heard that my aunt Edith was 
very beautiful. I think my mother never 
recovered the eflfects of her death. Even now 
we scarcely dare mention her name in her 
presence." 

^as it forbidden, then?" 

" No, we only use our own discretion 
about it." 

^^How?" 

" Well, you see the name of her sister 
always affected my mother so miserably, that 
we, — I mean Lynmore and myself — instinc- 
tively refrain from alluding to her. Of course, 
neither of us remember aunt Edith, for we 
were children when she died, or rather I was 
a child, for Lynmore was not born then." 
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^^Mrs. Desmond must have felt Walter's 
death more acutely than all her other trials." 

'^She felt it horribly. More so, I think, 
than she would have felt the loss of Lynmore 
or me. However, surely a husband's death 
is still a harder trial to bear, and she felt 
that too." 

Miss Landford did not dispute the point, 
and ErroU, concluding that the subject was 
distasteful, changed it. He spoke of Irish 
scenery, enlarged upon the attractions of 
Connemara, Killamey, county Wicklow, and 
a host of other counties; but he could not 
awaken her interest, and at last he found 
himself compelled to perform the most dis- 
agreeable of all tasks to an Irishman — the 
task of apparent inhospitality." 

" I fear," he said, '' you are not aware that 
my mother is abroad at present ? " 

'' Abroad ! " She repeated the word angrily, 
but made no more comment until after he 
had spoken again. 

" If you will put up with a bachelor's 
quarters, I shall be deeply honoured by 
acting as your host." 

^^No, I shall go back. What station will 
be the next ? " 

VOL. II. F 
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^^Kildare." 

^^I can get a bed there for the remainder 
of the night, and my old servant will be 
only too glad of my speedy return. I gene- 
rally act on sudden impulses, and I generally 
suflfer for it. It was after ten o'clock last 
evening when I heard of Walter Desmond's 
death. I am fond of travelling, particularly 
by night. I do not know where I have not 
been, and where I shall go to before I die; 
but I always travel alone, and I do not like 
to be spoken to by strangers." 

'^ I regret having trespassed on your dis- 
like then." 

^^ I do not. I am glad I have seen you — 
glad I know what kind you are. Very hand- 
some — too handsome. Those eyes of yours 
have a Satanic beauty in them, that foretell 
no good. Never marry, young man, for you 
would break yom' wife's heart in a month." 

" Madam, are you not too severe ? " 

"No; and you need not be vexed, for I 
am speaking for your good ; but sliake hands, 
and let us be friends. Oli ! what a smile you 
have ; so like — so like — " 

" My mother's ? " 

" Never mind, here wo ai-e at the station. 
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You know I am a blunt old maid, and some 
people say I am an oddity. Kildare; call 
the guard, please." 

He did so, and got out on the platform to 
see that she had her luggage taken care of: 
three bandboxes — turbans and caps, no doubt, 
— two leather bags, refreshments and toilet 
xeqidrements, of course, three cloaks, five 
shawls, and several etceteras : all right. Then 
ErroU held out his hand to say good-by ; 
she took it with a warm grasp, and shook it 
heartily. 

" You have been very kind," she said, 
'' very kind to an old woman like me, young 
man, and I thank you for it. You have my 
card; remember, Miss Landford, Merrion 
Square. I shall see you again ; and in the 
mean tirhe tell my dear friend, Mrs. Desmond, 
that I was on my way to see her. Just write 
me a line when she comes home, and I will 
be at Castlethomond by return of post. 
Good-by, ErroU." 

The guard's bell rang as she spoke, and 
Desmond had barely time to regain his seat 
when the train was off again. For some 
time he thought of that queerest of all queer 
women, she who had just left him. Her 



68 TEE SECBET OF TWO HOUSES. 

rude words were uttered in such a lady -like 
manner, that it was next to an impossibility 
to be offended at them. Her admiration 
of his appearance, yet her condemnation of 
himself, made him laugh as he recalled it. 
She was altogether the quaintest specimen of 
humanity that he had ever met with ; yet he 
liked her — ^liked her better than half the 
young beauties he had come across in his 
wild career. Then it was such a strange 
coincidence that this peculiar little individual 
should be his mother's Mend, and that he 
should become acquainted with her in a 
railway carriage. He coiJd not help pon- 
dering on it for several miles of his weary 
journey; then, being alone, he comforted 
himself with a cigar, and endeavoured to turn 
his thoughts to Dorina. But a wrinkled face 
coming gradually between the youthfulness 
of hers, obliterated her beauty ; then the 
golden hair of his love became suddenly 
grey, the cigar fell from his lips, and his 
head sank back in heavy slumber. 

Sleep, — surely that wondrous restorer of 
the human race has never been half extolled, 
even by the immortal muse of a thousand 
poets. Commonplace mortals like ErroU feel 
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its beneficqnce, but think nothing more about 
it, — just as the most trivial of God's blessings 
are past men's understanding. We know 
that sleep infuses new life into our system, 
soothes and revives us, sets us up afresh for 
our daily combat, yet we take no heed of 
whence it came, and bestow no thought of 
what the tired frame would be without it. 

So it was with ErroU. When he awoke up 
at his journey's end, he was as blithe as a 
lark, and hailed the first '' Jarvey" he came 
across with spirits as buoyant as a child's. 

He went to no hotel, waited for no refresh- 
ments, but posted straight for Rosmary Farm. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



VERY LIKE PARCHMENT. 



Unable to tell her father of the loss of her- 
old home, Dorina wept alone in the strange^ 
city and in the strange room, as desolate as 
any warm-hearted mortal could be on the 
contemplation of her wrecked hopes. 

She loved her family with a pure, unsel- 
fish love, and she could not believe that the 
time would ever come when those feelings 
would grow estranged and cold in the new 
world of a realized ambition. 

Her head was still bowed, and her tears 
still fell copiously, when the waiter again 
entered, and placed a sealed envelope beside 
her. She took it up mechanically, and 
looked at the writing. It was in a straight, 
bold hand, but quite unknown to her. She 
felt no interest in it, for she believed it to be 
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a formal document from the lawyer, corro- 
borating the fact of Mr. Everett's death. She 
saw the word Rosmary in larger characters 
than those it was composed of; and as that 
name had always a charm for her, she read 
on. Her eyes became fascinated, she de- 
voured each word with avidity, returned and 
scanned it over from beginning to end. 
Something seemed to choke her, for she 
tugged madly at her throat; then a wild 
laugh rang through the apartment, and she 
fell heavily to the floor. 

The waiter, who from the moment she 
parted from Erroll had anxiously prowled 
about the door, heard the fall, and ran to 
her assistance. He lifted her gently, as a 
woman might have done, and laid her on 
a sofa. Hysteria gave place to unconscious- 
ness, and she lay back on the pillow, with 
her hair in a rippling shower over her white 
features. 

'^ Poor lady," murmured the waiter ; and 
if his thoughts could be defined, they would 
have run thus : ^^I guessed she was unhappy, 
I guessed there was a heavy sorrow break- 
ing over her life, and it has come with a 
crash now." 
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For the purpose of finding out what that 
sorrow was, he took up the letter he had 
brought a few mmutes previously, but it 
occupied a long time for him to spell out 
oven the two words which first met his eyes ; 
— those words were " For ever." Then he 
found he could not get over the page until 
what he would call ^^ Tib's eve "; so he gave 
it up in despair. 

Humble and unlettered as he was, — ^for it 
is either the blessing or the curse of the Irish 
in that class so to be, — ^he possessed delicacy 
enough to summon one of her own sex to 
attend her. But when Dorina had revived 
and stared about her, wondering where she 
was, and who the girl could be who bent 
over her, she turned to the man's kindly 
face, and rested her eyes gratefully upon it. 

^^ I remember what happened to me now," 
she said. '' But where is the paper ? Surely 
it was not a dream ?" He handed it to her, 
wondering more than ever if its contents 
had anything to do with her fainting fit. 
It certainly was not a lover's epistle, for it 
was altogether unlike the three-cornered 
little notes which he had often been the 
l^earer of in his official capacity. This was 
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no tinted paper either, but a bit of stiff, 
nntearable thing with a stamp, and an ugly 
scroll of a signature at the bottom of it. 
He gave up speculating about it as he had 
given up the reading, and quietly withdrew. 

'' He is a good-natured creature," mur- 
mured Dorina, looking after him. 

^^Yes, miss, and a favourite with even 
the Grerman people who have supplied the 
places of our natives." 

^^And what was that for? Why cannot 
Irish people be employed on Irish soil?" 
asked Miss M^Dermott, firing up. 

The ringing of a bell prevented the girl's 
reply, and she hiuried away, leaving Dorina 
to huddle herself up in a corner of the sofa, 
and to re-read her paper with renewed gusto. 
She was engaged at it when the friendly 
waiter re-appeared, ushering in a lady and 
gentleman. 

The first glance assured her that Erroll 
Desmond was not one of her visitors, and 
she rose to receive the lawyer's clerk with a 
real pleasure. He came to ask if she would 
accompany his sister and himself to a concert 
at the Exhibition; and the temptation was 
more than Dorina could resist. She was pre- 
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sented to the lady, a sweet, affable girl, who 
was very proud of her brother,' and very 
much delighted when Dorina extolled his 
timely kindness of the previous evening. 
The concert was to commence at eight 
o'clock, and they had not a moment to spare; 
so to save time, while Dorina was getting 
ready, the clerk addressed the stiff untear- 
able thing, which was very like parchment, 
to Mr. M^Dermott, Rosmary Farm^ co. Clare. 

The lawyer's clerk passes from this story 
now, but not so easily would he pass from 
Dorina's mind: they were each a bird of 
passage to the other, flitting by on the wing 
of time, but ever forming bright memories of 
gratitude and kindness. 

Mr. Desmond drove over the bleak roads 
and across the hilly byways in the darkness^ 
of a winter's morning as merrily as a school 
boy on his first holiday. He had not seen 
Dorina since the moment he had parted from 
her at the door of her hotel. Then he went 
back to the lawyer's office, transacted the 
promised business by which Mr. Worming- 
ton's coffers were enlarged with a double fee 
in consequence of its hurry, and returned 
again to the Gresham. 
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The porter told him the number of Dorina's- 
apartments, but it was an imnecessary bit of 
information, for he did not come to visit her ; 
then a bell was struck a certain nimaber of 
times, and the waiter who had charge of that 
region descended to take Erroll's ii;istructions. 
The large envelope was to be '' delivered 
safely to Miss M^Dermott at once," which 
was faithfiilly carried out; then ErroU bent 
his steps to the Bilton Hotel, packed up, and 
was off home by the night mail, as we have 
seen. 

Over ruts and stony roads, he travelled 
as fast as a half-starved horse could take him,, 
and arrived at the village before the shops 
were open; then the driver declared that to 
go another yard would be as much as his- 
horse's life was worth : so, fiilly believing that 
fact, Erroll was obliged to. seek refuge in the- 
inn, and to make the best of it. 

On second thoughts, he concluded that this 
was the wisest course to pursue; for, im- 
patient though he was, his better judgment 
advised him to be more temperate in his 
actions. ^^ It is best to wait imtil Toby has- 
brought the morning's post," he thought. And 
so he waited. A hearty breakfast refreshed and 
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a cold bath invigorated him ; then he set out 
on foot for Rosmary. 

^^How long Toby is," murmured Moila 
M^Dermott, looking from the parlour window, 
and measuring the foundling's movements by 
her own anxiety. She walked impatiently 
towards the fireplace and back again. * '' Oh," 
she added, ^^ if she did not write, mother 
will get a fever from disappointment, and 
father will go to Dublin by the next train. But 
what is that ? — a dark shadow coming along 
the road ? — ^how slowly it moves. It is Toby ; 
yes, Toby, at last ; he holds up a letter. How 
I shake. A letter from Dorina; she has 
written, she has written !" 

Moila, as she thus gave utterance to her 
thoughts, first sank trembling on a chair, 
then rushed out to meet Downs, with, to use 
her own phrase, her heart in her mouth. 

'' That is never from Dorina ; it is not her 
writing," she cried, drawing back and look- 
ing in dismay at the large envelope he handed 
her. 

'^ No, it be' ant ; but it's somewhat good for 
all that; so take it, and welcome," he replied. 

'^ Is there no' letter besides ? Oh ! Toby, 
what will mother say to this ?" 
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^ ' I tell you it's somewhat good. Mr. ErroU 'a 
at the inn, and from what my old chum tells 
me, that there letter is better than a fortune. 
My chum, — ^he 's the Boots, you know, miss, 
— he was drunk as a piper at six o'clock thi& 
morning — " 

" Mr. ErroU drunk ? " 

^^No, Rory, the Boots; but it wor Mr. 
Erroll's doin' ; not with whisky neither, but 
with a thing that went fiz, fiz, like a hot 
iron when you spits upon it. Oh, to listen 
to him tellin' that, that how Mr. Erroll 
took the liquor out o' his pamatum, and 
almost poured it down his throat. Oh, to 
see Rory's capers, it wor as good as a play." 

Believing that Toby was also the worse of 
the Dublin importation, Moila ran with the 
letter to her father; but Mr. M^Dermott, burly 
old fetrmer as he was, had no courage to open 
it. He saw it was not his daughter's writing, 
and he cared for nothing else. His wife took 
it from him and scanned its contents, then 
her arms were tossed wildly over her head, 
and she threw herself forward on her hus- 
band's breast. '' Safe, safe," she cried; ^' we 
are saved: Rosmary is ours, our own for 



ever." 
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They could not understand her, could not 
find a meaning for her incoherent words, 
until Moila read the document for herself. 
^^ It is true, father," she eagerly explained ; 
"here is the renewal of the lease with 
Mr. ErroU's signature, and it makes Rosmary 
yours for ever." 

M^Dermott started up with a moan, and, 
taking the document from Moila's hands, tore 
it, tough as it was, into atoms. 

" Dorina is lost," he muttered; "this is 
the testimony of her guilt. She has sold 
herself at last for Rosmary." 

A man's voice interrupted him. " You 
wrong her, sir ; I swear solemnly you wrong 
her : let me prove her innocence." 

The farmer staggered back, for ErroU 
Desmond stood with bowed head before liim, 
/as though waiting for the privilege to speak 
again. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



A BLOW IN THE DUSK. 



*^ No guilt can be attached to any one except 
to me," resumed ErroU, placing his hand on 
the back of the chair that M^Dcrmott had 
taken, on seeing who it was that vindicated 
his daughter. 

Erroll glanced down at the face upraised 
to his, and the blush of shame mounted for 
the first time to his cheek and brow. How 
could he confess his wickedness to such a man 
as that honest farmer ? But he felt that he 
should pay the penalty of his shortcomings ; 
and so he put himself upon the rack bravely. 

"You know, sir," he said, "that I have 
always been the black sheep of my family. 
I strove against the blackness as much as I 
could, but to no pm'j)osc ; it was my nature, 
and I could not recreate myself. I acknow- 
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ledge that no villain could have persecuted 
Donna more cruelly than I have ; but she ha& 
conquered, and I am here to make all the 
reparation in my power, — to offer her my 
name and fortune, if she will accept them." 

It is said that conscience makes cowards of 
us all ; but ErroU was a living proof of the 
contrary, for although he felt the keenest 
qualms of conscience, they were well brazened 
out, and the only fear that possessed him was 
the fear that his old tenant would refiise him 
his daughter's hand. It was love that made 
a coward of him, for he outfaced his own 
wrongdoings, and at all hazards threw the 
blame on Tyrrell about the lease. 

Mr. M^Dermott rose, and, leaning his elbow 
on the mantel-piece, confronted the young 
man with the air and dignity of a true 
gentleman. 

^^You say truly, Mr. Desmond," he said^ 
^Hliat this is the only reparation you can 
make ; but it comes too late, too late, sir ; for, 
if I know my daughter's heart, she never 
would marry a man she must hold for ever 
in contempt ; neither could I think her 
happiness in safe keeping if in yours. It is 
better to let matters stand as they were 
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before. There is the lease torn into shreds as 
eflfectually as you have torn asunder the 
familiar ties of years : one could be as easily 
patched up as the other ; so make the most 
of your power now." 

'^ Will you leave my fate in Dorina's 
hands, sir?" 

^^ No ; she shall never marry you with my 
consent. I would rather give her to the 
humblest farmer about the place, than see 
her the mistress of Castlethomond." 

" I have asked your pardon." 

" And even if it were granted, I am not 
so magnanimous as to forget as soon as I 
forgive. You have done me the deepest 
wrong that one man can do another. Not 
the trick you played about the lease, — ^that 
was nothing ; but you have tried to dishonour 
a name which is dearer to me a thousand 
times than Rosmary." 

" I told you before that the trick about the 
lease was all Tyrrell's doing. He owed you 
some spite, and unknown to me — " 

^^ It is a lie, a base lie ; he was a paid tool 
in your hands. Your false heart is bare 
before me this moment, and I tell you to 
your teeth you are a scoundrel." 

VOL. II. G 
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'^ Father, dear, remember yourself," inter- 
ceded Moila, dreading wliat might come 
next, to undo all that Dorina had done at 
such a cost of misery to herself. 

^' I do remember myself, and I remember 
that this young fellow has hunted my daughter 
to Dublin, and met her there." 

'' Only for the time, it took to convince her 
of Everett's death at the lawyer's office." 

'^ Then you did meet her ? It was merely 
a surmise of mine, but it told bravely. By 
Heaven ! ErroU Desmond, you shall answer 
to me for this. Where is my daughter now ?" 

" At the Gresham Hotel. I saw her to the 
door, no further." 

^' How came she by that then?" he said, 
pointing to the torn document. 

" I sent it up. I swear I did not see her 
then, for I had made up my mind as to how 
I should act : I was roused to a sense of shame, 
and deeply regretted the past. You know, 
sir, that I have always led a wild and reckless 
life. My ideas of right and wrong were 
confiised and wavering ; but with Dorina as 
my wife I hope to become a different man." 

'^ And do you think I would give my 
daughter to one who acknowledges he had 
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led a wild and reckless life ? No, I never 
believed in reformed rakes. Leave my child 
in her own position, and choose a wife out of 
your own, who will undertake the impossible 
task of making a respectable husband of 

you." 

" Moila, dear Moila, say a kind word for 
me," whispered Erroll, curbing his rising 
temper. 

'^ What can I say, Mr. Desmond ?" she 
lanswered aloud, '^ except, indeed, thjat I hope 
father will abide by Dorina's decision in this 
matter." 

"It is all I ask for. I love her, I have 
loved her all my life, and if she can forgive 
me, surely you can do so also ? Promise you 
will abide by Dorina's decision. Mrs. M'Der- 
mott, am I not right ? " 

/^You are, sir, and to speak the truth, 
you are acting very nobly after all ; for if 
you marry Dorina, of course it will put a 
stop to all the evil reports about her." 

" Evil reports, what do you mean ?" 

" Why, you know that a young gentleman 
cannot pay attention to an humble girl like 
her without something being said about it." 

" This is another consequence of my folly. 
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What a madman I have been. But you will 
all forgive me. Moila, be the first to do so.''' 

^^ There are some wrongs which cannot 
easily be forgiven, and yours to my sister is 
one of them. However, if Dorina does, of 
course we shall all learn to do so in time." 

" Then I may return in the evening ? 
Dorina will be here then." 

No one answered, and ErroU, feeling very 
miserable and crest-fallen, went back to the 
village inn, where he employed his time in 
smoking cigars and pacing the narrow rooms, 
completely at a loss what to do with himself 
in the interval before Dorina's arrival. 

He was going to do a desperate deed. He^ 
a gentleman, bom in the highest rank of an 
Irish aristocracy, was actually going to lay 
his hand and fortune at the feet of an humble 
farmer's daughter — going to bring the wrath 
of his proud neighbours down on his devoted 
head by making her the mistress of his Castle. 
Then the anger of his own immediate family^ 
had to be incurred, — ^his mother, Lynmore, 
and the legion of cousins who would hurl re- 
proach at him. All this chafed and irritated 
him ; but the manner in which he had just 
been received by the M^Dermotts was mora 
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-galling still. They were evidently not elated 
by the honour he intended doingthem, — rather 
the reverse, indeed; and even now he was in 
^ state of uncertainty as to Dorina herself. 

But this very uncertainty made him trample 
on his pride, and listen only to the pleadings 
of his love; for were he sure that moment of 
her being willing to become his wife, most 
likely he would have regretted his offer, and 
withdrawn altogether from the field. As it 
was, however, he paced about in feverish 
anxiety until evening. Then, unable to con- 
tent himself longer within doors, he walked 
down the road to meet the post-car which 
should bring Dorina from Limerick. He 
guessed that she would come by the first 
available train. And he was not wrong in 
his calculations, for even in the dusk he 
recognized her well-known figure, enveloped 
in muffling as it was, and, merely removing 
his hat as she passed, he continued his way 
until he stood on the bank of the Shannon, as 
though he had not come to meet her. 

She was puzzled and not a little uneasy 
at his coldness, although he had relented 
about the lease, and in that matter had acted 
right at last; but, somehow, her castles in 
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the air began to totter at tlieir foundations^ 
and she trembled for the fiilfihnent of her 
ambitions dreams. He had given her up, 
perhaps. Well, since his suit was not an 
honourable one, it were better so. 

" It will look best to see her next in her 
father's presence," thought Erroll, as, acting 
on the thought, he walked leisurely along. 

" Fine night, Mr. Desmond," said a voice 
behind him ; and, on looking round, he saw a 
person who had hitherto been an object of 
curiosity to him and to others also. 

It was the man whom Moila called " The 
Stranger," and who, Dorina said, was a 
^^ Fenian Head-centre." Whether Incognita 
or not, he now handed Erroll his card, with a 
graceful courtesy in the simple action. 

^' Mr. Seaward," read Desmond carelessly, 
then endeavoured to enter into some kind 
of conversation ; but, fluent and entertaining 
as he generally was, the attempt was a failure 
now, for his mind was following the muffled 
figure on the car, and he could not with-^ 
draw it. 

^^How rough the Shannon is to-night," 
remarked Seaward, starting a new subject. 
^^ A little stormy weather improves it vastly." 
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^^ Yes," returned Erroll, absently. 

^^ Just as anger lights up a handsome face." 

^^ I suppose so." 

"Or adverse fate tests the metal we are 
made of." 

"Yes, I suppose so." 

"When we find it stronger than ourselves, 
is it not cowardly to succumb at once ? " 

" What stronger ? " 

" Fate." 

" I am no fatalist, sir." 

"No offence. I was merely comparing 
the Shannon to myself, for I never^ook so 
well as when my temper is ruffled ; neither 
is my strength discernible until some other 
power tests it: then it would be a struggle 
to the death." 

"Egotist!" 

"Not so." 

" Then you have a second meaning in your 
words ? " 

" Read them as you will." 

" You know me ? " 

" Yes, and your secret too, — at least, what 
was your secret until now, — that a mad infa- 
tuation is driving you to a most imwise step." 

" It has nothing to do with you." 
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^^You are quite wrong; it concerns me 
somewhat." 

'^ I think you mean to be impertinent, 
sir." 

^' Wrong again. I take an interest in you, 
although the little intrigue about the lease 
was near upsetting me. However, almost any- 
thing would be better than your folly now." 

" Indeed." 

"And I would strongly advise you not 
to throw yourself away on a low farmer's 
daughter." 

" You would have me to use deeper wiles 
to drive another victim to reproach and shame ? 
That, in other words, is your devilish advice. 
Sir." 

" It is too nice a way of putting it. No, 
you mistake my meaning, for, far from any- 
thing evil, I would that you give up the 
girl altogether." 

" How dare you, who are a stranger, inter- 
fere thus with my affairs ? " 

" The interference is for your benefit, and 
as a man of the world I know what I am 
about." 

' ' Whatever that may be, it can be nothing 
good." 
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'^ Doubtful; but, at all events, I am to be 
excused." 

'^ How so, or why ?" 

" You are a Desmond." 

"What then?" 

A mocking laugh pealed from Seaward's 
lips as he repeated after Erroll, " What then ?" 

" That was what I said, sir." 

" Even a Desmond could not pass off a 
daisy for an exotic." 

" There is no sense in such a figurative 
jstyle of speaking. Miss M^Dermott is both 
lovely and accomplished — ." 

" Romance and nonsense. If you marry 
her you will regret it in a month." 

" I know not why I have stayed bandying 
words with you so long. You began this 
dispute, I shall end it." Erroll turned on his 
heel, but Seaward followed him. 

" Remember I have warned you to beware 
of what you are about." 

" Sir, I believe you want to pick a quar- 
rel," said Erroll, pausing. 

" No ; but I want to save you from the fate 
that you are preparing for yourself." 

" Mr. Seaward, it was only your grey hair 
that prevented me twice from striking you 
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during the few minutes we have been to-^ 
gether ; follow me no longer, speak not another 
word, for endurance has its limits.'' 

^^ A threat?" 

^^ Yes, a threat ; take it in time, and go 
your way, for this is mine." 

" Then you are bound for Rosmary, to 
propose for the hand of Miss M^Dermott?" He 
spoke mockingly, although he had no inten- 
tion of provoking the other too far. 

Desmond made no reply, but resumed his 
walk, his companion still keeping pace with 
him. 

'^ Dorina M^Dermott is not worthy the 
honour you are about to confer upon her; 
she had designs on Castlethomond all along ; 
she hates you. Lynmore has succeeded where 
you have failed : she loves him passionately." 

Erroll turned sharply as the last sentence 
smote upon his ear, and confronted the other 
with a menacing look. 

^' It is true," added Seaward; ^' I have good 
reason for believing it." 

A sudden blow on the face made the 
speaker reel and stagger back. 

^^ Fiend, you drove me to it," muttered 
Erroll, as he hurried away. 
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In an instant Seaward regained his pre- 
sence of mind, and called after him, — 

^^ You will regret this, ErroU, as surely as 
you live. Dolt, idiot, you know not whom 
it is that you have struck ; but that blow will 
bring your fate upon you with as sudden a 
crash as it was dealt." 

A scomfiil laugh was the only reply that 
ErroU vouchsafed to give as he quickened his 
steps towards Rosmary Farm. 
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CHAPTER X. 



dorina's decision. 



Dismissing the remembrance of his quarrel 
with Seaward along with other disagreeable 
subjects from his mind, ErroU went to hear 
his fate from Dorina. 

She was not in the little parlour when 
Toby marshalled him in ; but all the rest of 
the family were seated in a circle round the 
glow of a large turf-fire. The humble, or 
rather homely aspect of everything struck 
unpleasantly on the mind of the aristocrat 
even now. From this lowly grade he was 
going to choose his wife, the future mistress 
of his Castle. How would it end ? What 
was likely to follow in the wake of such an 
unsuitable marriage ? He could not intro- 
duce those people to his high-born friends. 
None except Moila, who was a lady by nature. 



DOBINA'S DECISION. 9S 

But the old fanner — Erroll shuddered at 
the idea of such a father-in-law, and vowed 
that if Dorina became his wife she should 
have no more to say to her parents. Yet, 
looking at Mr. M^Dermott thus, he appeared 
as true a gentleman as any of the fox-hunt- 
ing squires who met within his Castle walls — 
more so, indeed ; and as he came to this con- 
clusion, he stretched out his hand as a peace- 
offering. It was taken kindly, and with a 
proud solemnity, that almost awed Desmond. 

" Mr. Erroll," said the farmer, '^ Dorina 
has decided. Make her as happy as you can. 
Be kind to her, and it will wipe off all old 
scores between us." 

Dorina entered at the moment ; her lover 
flew to her, and took her hand as timidly as 
if she were of royal blood. Never did the 
young girl look to such advantage — never 
did her beauty ravish him as it did then, for 
the glory of triumph shone about her, and 
enhanced its brilliancy. 

" You will forgive and forget all my past 
misdeeds? You will be my wife?" he 
whispered. 

She answered not, except by a blush that 
re-assured him more than words. A silence 
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followed — a silence which was broken by a 
moan, then by a laugh as of derision. The 
last was echoed out in the night air and down 
the lawn, until it died away in the distance. 
The promised bride turned pale, and 
trembled in her lover's arms at the weird- 
like sounds, which seemed to mock her 
betrothal. 

Vexed and agitated, ErroU sprang to the 
window, and, peering into the deep shadows 
beyond, descried a tall figure enveloped in a 
cloak, and knew that the laugh had proceeded 
from Seaward. Had he gone to the door, he 
would have also known from whence came 
the moan, for he would have seen Toby 
staggering like a drunken man down the 
passage. 

^'Here, Mr. Erroll," said Moila, ^^take a 
seat beside Dorina, who will have this little 
stool. Now is not that comfortable, if not 
very dignified ? God bless you, darling," 
she added, kissing her sister tenderly. 
^^ ErroU, I cannot say Mr. now you know, 
as you are almost the same as a brother," 
laying her hand on the young man's shoulder, 
^ ^ be good to her. I knew you always loved 
her ; and now that you have overcome that 
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bugbear, pride of birth, I am sure you will 
make a happy couple. Come, father, kiss 
the bride elect, and give them both your 
blessing." 

M^Dermott obeyed the former part of his 
younger daughter's injungtion willingly 
enough ; but for the latter, it was done in 
an awkward, clumsy fashion, — ^not that his 
station had anything to do with the awkward 
<5lumsiness of it, but few men can do grace- 
fully that which is repugnant to them. 

Leaving matters to flow on as tranquilly 
as they could, Moila went to see after a hot 
little supper, all to be in a cozy little 
fashion of her own ; but she foimd Toby 
seated by the kitchen fire, shivering and 
rocking himself to and fro, as though in 
bodily pain ; then she forgot what she had 
<5ome for. 

The instant she appeared he rose, and 
would have left the place, had she not pre- 
vented him. "You look very ill, Toby," 
^he said, with her usual kindness. " If you 
go to bed, Bridget shall bring something I 
will prepare for you." 

"Na, na, miss; I ain't so bad as that," he 
answered, still continuing to rock himself. 
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The girl waited for him to say more, but 
he only looked thoughtfully into the head of his 
pipe each time he knocked it against the hob. 

^^ Will you not tell me what is wrong? 
Something has vexed you," she said. 

'^ Na, na ; but it will be the sorry day for 
us that she goes from Rosmary. He '11 break 
her heart, and crush the proud spirit that haa 
saved her up to this. I heard the banshee 
cry last night, and sure I didn't know then 
that this bad luck was so near us. Aroouy 
aroorij the banshee had better cry over her 
grave than on the morn that sees her that 
man's bride." 

^^Are you crazy to-night, Toby, or have 
you seen your Mend at the inn ? for I da 
believe you have been drinking ! " 

Moila regretted the words as soon as they 
were uttered, for the wistful though half-un- 
meaning face that met her own was wet with 
tears, and the foundling clasped his hand» 
over it in shame for shedding them. 

'^ Forgive me, you poor fellow," she 
whispered. '^Ah! I was cruel to say that 
to you!" She was unable to steady her 
own voice, which broke down before she 
ended the simple words. 
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^^It's a shame-faced boy I be to-night, 
miss, for givin' way like this ; but I couldn't 
keep them down. Bad cess to them for 
makin' a molly o' me entirely ; but it 's the 
heart — it 's the heart that felt her grow up 
from a little child until now. Now that she 's 
goin' to marry that scamp o' a ruflfian, if I 
begrudge her to him, it's because he's no 
more fit to have her, and will no more know 
how to treat her, than I 'd know how to treat 
the blessed stars that shines out there in the 
heavens if they 'd come down to me." 

Simple, ignorant Toby was inspired for 
once. 

" Hush ! hush ! she knows best what is 
for her own happiness. None of us like this 
marriage ; but as it is her own choice, we 
must make the best of it." 

'' Thrue for you, miss ; and it 's I that 'd 
give the best blood o' my heart to know for 
cartain that the choice was for her good. 
But Mr. ErroU 's a bad one ; and, oh ! I hope 
she '11 never rue the day she stood wid him 
before the blissed altar, and he the master o^ 
her fate. My cushla hawn, she never knew 
a hard word or a crooked look here at home, 
but had the love o' all — ^the love o' all." 

VOL. II. H 
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" Let us hope that she will have it still, 
Toby. We have no right to put such a dark 
face on her prospects. She will be a great 
lady — a great lady. Ah! I wonder will 
she forget us here at Rosmary when she is 
living at the Castle ! " 
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CHAPTER XI. 



TRANSFORMED. 



Erroll made himself happy after Moila left 
the room — ^happy despite an undefined sense 
of something wanted, which made that unde- 
fined feeling most uncomfortable to bear, and 
which did its best to spoil the aristocrat's 
contentment. There was no trust to unite 
the little circle, and each one felt the void 
its absence caused. Desmond bore the old 
farmer's polite coldness and the mother's 
over-hospitality with the patience of Job. 
No, Job was a good man. With the patience 
of a martyr. Wrong again. Martyrs endure 
imder conviction. Well, with the patience 
of a lover, — a wild, reckless, imscrupulous 
lover, who cursed in his heart of hearts the 
woman who made him her slave. 

He would have resigned half his fortune 
or more to be able to break the bond that 
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bound him to her, to crush out his love and 
hate her ; but he could not. The one passion 
of a life could not be beaten out of his soul 
either by pride or by ambition, and he had 
to resign himself to his fate with as much 
grace as he could assume. 

Sitting beside her even on this the first 
night of theii* betrothal, he thought of a 
mock marriage, and of fifty other schemes- 
equally imfeasible, to save him fix)m bringing 
this humble girl to sliare the honours of his 
high-bom race. But it was of no avail:, 
she triumphed, and he was determined to 
make the best of it. 

She sat demxirely knitting beside him on 
the low stool that Moila had placed there, and 
her face was often raised to his with an ardi, 
irresistible coquetry, that bewitched and in- 
toxicated him. But the slightest effort on 
his part to imprison the busy little hand, 
or to assume the smallest privilege of an 
accepted lover, was met with such a cold 
reserve, that he at last took umbrage at it. 
Then he began to help himself imreservedly 
to the poteen which the former delighted in 
— smug§:led it was, for ceitain : for, let it be 
whispered low. there are but few of that dass 
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of Irish who know how to respect Her 
Majesty's revenue. It is a true saying that 
it 's an ill wind that blows nobody good ; for 
under the influence of that never-failing 
drop of good fellowship, the two men got 
on better together ; and Dorina, glanoing 
from her knitting to both, smiled contentedly 
as she perceived it. 

After a little time she put aside her work, 
and came to the table to brew another 
steaming bowl. The farmer thought her 
irresistible while thus employed, and ErroU 
admired the hand that fluttered about the 
glasses, although he refused to partake of 
the beverage it helped to compound. This 
refusal of course brought on a little skirmish, 
which ended in Desmond gaining his point. 
The pouting lips met his, and the little 
hand lay quietly within his own at last, as if 
it did not wish to gain its freedom. 

Mrs. M^Dermott, good soul, did her best 
to promote the conviviality of all ; but even 
her influence, combined with ErrolPs, failed 
to induce the bride elect to name the happy 
day. 

'' Maybe the prude is afraid her neigh 
bours might be scandalized by such a short 
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engagement," broke in the father, laughing 
at his joke. '^ And she is quite right to con- 
sult the kind people's wishes. Poor things^ 
they would be sorry to lose her from amongst 
them." 

But Mrs. M^Dermott, remembering the 
old adage that delays are dangerous, re- 
newed her entreaties more earnestly than, 
before. However, Dorina was obstinate, 
oven going so far as to stipulate for Mrs. Des- 
mond's consent first. So Erroll was obliged 
to leave the farm; and, along with many 
other little annoyances, had to make the 
best of it. Dorina acted cleverly, and by 
so doing made her lover believe that it was- 
she who conferred an honour, and he wha 
received it. 

It was a bold stroke of policy for her ta 
stipulate for a consent which was so likely 
to be withheld. How could she expect Mrs^ 
Desmond to welcome her as her son's wife, 
when the whole family would in all proba- 
bility be thrown into a state of consternation 
at such an miequal imion ? However, the 
wilful girl deteimined, if possible, to procure 
that consent, vet the refusal of it would not 
have influenced her in the slightest. Nothing 
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now should prevent her becoming the mistress 
of Castlethomond. 

Elated as she was by her brilliant pro- 
spects, and happy as she was in the new pas- 
sion which now possessed her, she managed 
to hide her triumph in both with consummate 
skill, and continued to treat her betrothed 
with the haughty coldness that sat so well 
upon her. Were she demonstrative in her 
aflfection, ErroU would not have loved her as 
now he did. Her hauteur possessed a charm 
that had always rivetted her fetters closer 
round him. He delighted to think that the 
pride he now admired should yet bow to 
him alone, that the time was coming when 
that queenly form would tremble at his ap- 
proach. Not that he should ill treat her. No, 
he only meant to make her love him with 
as great a love as his was for her. It 
should be his study to gain her heart wholly, 
entirely, and then to torture it as she had 
tortured his. He would make her jealous, 
he would do anything or everything to prove 
his power over her, and he would glory in 
that power, even to her sorrow. 

It was an unusually absorbing passion, this 
of ErroU's for Dorina. She was the source 
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from which sprang his every feeling, whether 
for good or ill. He was unreasonably 
jealous even of her family. Her caressing 
manner to Moila maddened him ; her open 
aflfection for her father insulted him ; and 
her thoughtful care of her mother irritated 
him beyond endurance. Why should she 
care for any one except himself ? Her every 
thought should now be his, and no one had 
any right to come between them. This was 
ErroU's exacting love. It had neither reason 
nor tenderness in it. 

Mr. Seaward professed to take an interest 
in ErroU Desmond, and his professions must 
have been sincere, or he would scarcely have 
gone to the trouble of dogging his footsteps, 
not only to the farm, but to the Castle, after 
waiting for hours for him to leave Dorina. 
He did not again accost him, he merely 
followed at a respectful distance, until Erroll 
came to the great gate of the lawn. And 
when that was closed, he stood looking after 
him through the iron bars until he was out 
of sight. Then this strange individual turned 
away with a look on his face that had more 
of perplexity than anger in it. Perhaps he 
had already forgotten the blow he received 
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l)y the Shannon's side a few hours since, for 
ihere was no vindictive light in the eyes 
that watched Erroll from the moment he left 
Rosmary. 

Slowly, and in deep thought, Seaward 
walked home to his lodgings near the village, 
where he rented a couple of apartments in a 
neat little house, and where he was as much 
an object of curiosity as he was of respect. 
He never gave trouble, was always affable 
and agreeable to his landlady, and never 
locked either his cupboard or his rooms. 

But now he made an exception to the 
general rule, for the moment he entered his 
chamber he turned the key against intru- 
sion. Wherever this man had come from, 
it was evident that he had not brought much 
luggage with him, for that luggage consisted ' 
only of one portmanteau. This he opened, 
and took out a small case, which was nothing 
more or less than the miniature of a woman. 
He studied it until the softest feelings of his 
nature were roused within him. Then he 
put it back with a sigh, and a moisture 
glistened in the eyes which had not shed a 
tear for more than twenty years. 

A month passed without any reply from 
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Mrs. Desmond, and when it came it was one 
of bitterness, dwelling only on ErrolPs un- 
kindness in wishing to marry so soon after 
Walter's death. Everything else was ignored^ 
and Dorina's name was never mentioned. 

The lover's indignation at this letter was, 
of course, bomidless, particularly as his be- 
trothed insisted on his writing again. Then 
there was another month's delay, and the 
consent came at last, — reluctantly, indeed; 
but Dorina did not care for that, — she had 
gained her point, perhaps .for some secret 
motive of her own ; however, she was satisfied. 

Mrs. Desmond expostulated on the folly of 
tlie step which ErroU was about to take, and 
advised him to re-consider the many incon- 
veniences which would accrue from such a 
union. She dwelt on Dorina's lowly origin, 
but extolled her beauty, education, and vir- 
tues, then concluded with a prayer for their 
happiness. 

It was a cold, formal epistle, and Erroll 
felt it keenly, — it was so like her treatment 
of him all through life. 

A short note to Dorina a few days after- 
wards slightly improved matters, although it 
hinted more than once at the different mode 
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of life she would necessarily lead at the Castle 
to what she led at the farm, and doubted if 
she would be as happy at the one as she had 
been at the other ; but it wound up with a 
warm expression of kindly feeling, and Dorina 
was content. 

No pen has ever yet described an ardent 
lover's rapture at the naming of the day which 
is to make the loved one his for ever. No, 
nor no pen shall ever do so. Talk of the 
seventh heaven, this earth being lifted up to 
Paradise, or the ecstasy which wings poor 
mortal feet until they tread on air, press the 
whole vocabulary of passion into the service 
of the little god Cupid, and all will be 
stale and insipid compared to the wonderful 
imaginings which take no tangible form, yet 
which transforms the being into a state of 
beatitude. 

Thus transformed, ErroU led his bride to 
the altar, amid the congratulations of her 
neighbours, — the O'Donnells to boot. Moila, 
of course, was the principal bridesmaid, and 
Kathleen Rochfort figured in no mean capa- 
city on the auspicious occasion. There was^ 
no secrecy about the marriage, although it 
was celebrated by the curate instead of the^ 
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rector or a bishop; and the happy pair went 
off on their wedding tour like a sensible 
couple, which they were not, and never re- 
turned until Mrs. Desmond and Lynmore were 
before them to prepare for their reception at 
the Castle. 

A few days after Dorina's marriage Charles 
Rochfort returned to his home as unexpectedly 
as he had left it ; and Moila heard the 
joyful news with rapture. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 



It was early spring-time when ErroU brought 
his young wife home ; every hill and dale was^ 
clad in verdure, every tree and flower greeted 
the sun with a new found beauty ; the little 
rivulets seemed to murmur a glad welcome to 
the bridg, and the carolling of the feathered 
songsters echoed far and near as she ap- 
preached. 

Seated by her husband's side as they drove 
up the avenue, Dorina felt as she had never 
felt before, — ^felt an humble gratitude in her 
heart for blessings which she fancied she had 
but ill deserved. She thought that the sweet 
spring-time typified her own existence; for 
now that Nature was released from the chil- 
ling thraldom of winter, she burst out in fresh 
beauty. Now that Dorina had outlived many 
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gloomy feelings, she set out upon her new life 
with the firm resolve to do her duty. 

She was received by Mrs. Desmond with 
gentle kindness, and by Lynmore in a manly, 
straightforward fashion, that set her at her 
ease at once. The first meeting was not such 
an ordeal as she had expected ; however, she 
was glad when it was over. 

It was evident that Dorina was not changed 
by her good fortune ; for who, to witness her 
impatience to see her family, could doubt her 
aflfection for every member of it ? Or who, 
to see her hold Moila to her heart with glad 
tears glistening in her laughing eyes, could 
say that her heart was not as warm and true 
as ever ? 

For a few months a quiet happiness per- 
vaded Dorina's new home. Then came the 
first breath over the placid lake. Gradually 
the waters became rufiled and rose iiigher 
and deeper round her, until she was drifted 
in sorrow over its wild and seething billows. 
But at present she was happy : her devotion 
to Mrs. Desmond not only revived the old 
affection between them, but soon won over 
to her side those who were prejudiced against 
Tier. Even tlie old domestics began to love 
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lier, gradually, indeed, but steadily ; and Miss 
^arsfield became ber almost inseparable com- 
panion. The farmer's daughter was won- 
derfully in keeping with her new position : 
impertinence or curiosity was checked at once 
by her graceful dignity, and her seeming un- 
consciousness of her own power. 

Her ambitious dreams were realized: she 
was virtually the mistress of Castlethomond, 
treated with love and respect by her hus- 
band's family, and almost worshipped by 
ErroU himself: yet, was she happy? — did no 
lingering thoughts of a buried love keep 
vigils still in her secret heart ? Did her old 
preference for Lynmore mar the purity of 
her wedded life? No, Dorina's self-respect 
had obliterated that one girlish memory, had 
crushed out the last spark of a fire, faint 
though it was, that would but desecrate the 
shrine at which she now offered up her trust 
and honour. 

She scarcely knew how the change came 
over her, or how it was that her every nerve 
now thrilled at the simplest tones of Erroll's 
voice. If Moila told her that she was in love 
with her own husband, she might have 
laughed at what she considered an absurdity, 
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but she could not deny it. Yes, ErroU had 
won her at last, wholly and entirely, as he 
had vowed to do ; but not yet did he wring- 
tlie heart that clung to him, not yet did he 
make that love recoil upon itself, to be it& 
own punishment and her sorrow. 

It was curious to see Dorina as ErroU's 
wife : the haughty beauty had become a very 
child in his hands, listening for his footsteps 
with a throbbing heart, and blushing at his 
ooks of admiration, as though she were a 
simple maiden, unused to notice of any sort. 
There was a conqueror in her heart that 
ruled even the provinces of vanity in har 
natm-e, and when that is beset which is 
supposed to be a woman's stronghold, who 
can condemn her if she yields herself up 
as a helpless but most willing captive ? 

Yet in her captivity Dorina was happy, 
and in the firesh life open before her she 
stretched forth her hand to gather the 
flowerSj cherishing their beauty, and be- 
lieviniT thev were fedeless. 

Moila, too, looking out upon the future for 
the bliss that would brighten her sister s lot, 
saw no shadows in the fair horizon, and 
hailed the opening dawn with rapture. She 
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was happy in Dorina's happiness, and 
dreamed not of the wilderness of sorrow that 
was beginning to stretch itself over her own 
existence. 

Charles Rochfort was its beginning and 
its end; for, let cynical people say what 
they will, a woman loves but once, — ^it is the 
one passion of her being, the one rational 
madness of her mind, which colours all her 
life for good or evil. 

Dorina had never loved Lynmore ; her 
girlish fancy had been awakened, but the 
deeper feelings of her soul lay dormant until 
the spell passed over her which filled her 
soul with a wondrous joy, and crowned her 
bewildered head with love's immortelles. 

But Charles had been the loadstar of 
Moila's life, — she had taken no heed of any 
other light ; and now that it was waning, the 
freight of her full heart's happiness was 
sinking, was fast going down to the slough 
of despond. She had waited for his coming 
as only a woman can wait for her heart's 
idol ; but his coming brought no comfort with 
it : he avoided her even more coldly than he 
had done before, and she saw him turn to a 
fancied rival^with that same look in his eyes 

VOL. II. ^ I 
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whicli had once made her earthly paradise. 
What should she do ? Forget him ? Pride 
called out loudly to her, forget him : she 
would take the relic of his false love and 
hide it out of sight for ever ; yet surely 
the skeleton would rise again, would walk 
beside her in her daily haunts ; and do what 
she would, she could not get rid of it, — could 
not tear from her heart the pulse that gave 
it life and light and joy from childhood. 

She never asked herself how long Roch- 
fort's coldness would grieve her thus, she 
believed it would be until she became an 
old grey-headed woman, and that no earthly 
haven could close her in its fold again. The 
world seemed to be made up of falsehood. For 
did not even Lynmore Desmond's late beha- 
viour verify that it was so ? — did he not leave 
his home the professed lover of Lady Ada 
Grayston, and yet he returned as the be- 
trothed husband of Mildred Sarsfield ? 

It was a strange freak of fortune, this of 
Walter's once betrothed bride now standing 
in that same light to his brother. Lynmore 
had always made Moila his confidant, but of 
this engagement he never spoke. Yet it oozed 
out some way; and when she asked him 
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about it he confessed it openly. It was, of 
<50urse, a nine days' wonder to every one, but 
«carcely as much a wonder to them as it was 
to Mildred herself. She scarcely knew how 
such a strange betrothal had come about. 
She had accepted Lynmore's kindness as 
she would have accepted the kindness of a 
brother ; but gradually their frank intercourse 
took a shade of reserve, and sympathy 
ripening into a Platonic affection on his 
part, he asked her to become his wife ; she 
consented even while declaring that her 
heart could niBver again beat with the same 
warmth that it had felt for Walter, and 
Lynmore, admiring the candour, and respect- 
ing the sentiment, was willing to trust her 
with his ftiture. 

It was not the first, nor will it be the last 
time, for such a coincidence to occur in 
life; so in their different relations Milly as 
Lynmore's . promised bride, and Dorina as 
ErroU's happy wife, we again find them 
seated one lovely evening under the same 
•chestnut tree, where we found a very different 
group only the summer before. 

That other group is dispersed and gone — 
some married, others dead ; but she who was 
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its principal attraction, Lady Ada Grayston^ 
is quite the same as ever, and still lives in 
the great manor-house, whose roof, peeping 
over the trees, frowns in gloomy grandeur on 
the Desmond demesne. 

Our present little group is composed of a 
few familiar friends, and as such surely they 
may be considered to make as pleasant a 
picture as the former one, although, per- 
haps, not so artistic a one ; for gentlemen, no- 
matter in what light you place them, can 
never be arranged so artistically as ladies. 

As formerly, the invalid chair formed the 
centre of the little circle, and as formerly, 
each young heart longed for the coming of 
the dear invalid, dearer than ever now, who 
was to fill it. 

The conversation had flown on unre- 
strainedly for a time, as it was always sure 
to do when Sir Capel Sarsfield was its prime 
mover, but gradually a pensive thoughtful- 
ness fell upon the group, and each looked 
out upon the fields beyond with a brooding^ 
seriousness, until a cheerftd voice aroused 
them; then Dorina blushed, and a glad light 
sprang into her face, for she saw her husband 
coming towards them, his steps measured 
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l)y the weak and faltering ones of Mrs. 
Desmond. 

Even Milly and Lynmore paid an involun- 
tary tribute of admiration as he came thus 
before them. 

" Oh ! did you ever see such a represen- 
tation of glorious youth and strength con- 
trasted with the feebleness of a beautiful old 
age ? " exclaimed Sir Capel. 

Dorina did not speak ; her whole soul was 
absorbed in watching her husband as he 
advanced. No man could be gifted with a 
more god-like beauty than ErroU ; and now 
that his noble figure was bowed with a 
thoughtful tenderness towards the invalid 
beside him, now that a manly pity for 
another's sufferings beautified his whole* 
appearance, nothing could be more perfect 
than the type of manhood he presented. 

The admiring group arose by tacit consent 
to offer some little attention to Mrs. Desmond, 
while ErroU stood aside, thus giving* place 
to Lynmore, who busied himself with many 
tender trifles for his mother's comfort, ErroU 
never attempting to render the slightest 
assistance imtU she was ensconsed in her 
chair; then he drew her shawl carefully 
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about her, warm as the day was, and threw 
himself at her feet; the others followed his- 
example, Dorimi staying as far from him as. 
possible. 

She did not want to be near him ; she 
was satisfied to remain where she was, feed- 
ing her heart with his every look and word. 
Strange it was that this deep passion should 
take possession of her now that she was his- 
wife ;' and yet not strange, for hitherto his 
love had been an insult, and her nature had 
revolted against it. Now it was glorified by 
a mighty statute, and she gave herself up to- 
it without reserve. 

Mrs. Desmond had seldom shown any 
affection for Erroll. However, since his 
marriage, she assmned a different manner 
towards him, and was over-grateful for the 
little courtesies, which no one could pay so 
courteously as he did. But still she did not 
treat him as she treated Lynmore, and 
Dorina almost resented it at times. 

This she was on the point of doing now ; 
for she did not like to see the mother smile 
so iK)litely on one, and thank him so pro- 
fusely for almost nothing, while she took 
the attention of the other as her just right. 
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and with a look of love she never bestowed 
upon ErroU. No, Dorina did not like it, and 
was on the point of saying so, when the 
wan, pinched features turned upon her with 
a pleading gentleness that left nothing but 
pity in her heart for her she was about to 
condemn. 

Lying languidly back in her cushions now, 
the poor invalid looked but the shadow of 
her former self, and although seeming to 
enjoy the conversation round her, she was 
thinking of the dear lost one who sat with 
her under that same old tree so short a time 
before. For the memories which clung to 
that spot she loved it — ^loved to rest there, 
recalling the image of her dead Walter, and 
longed to be at peace with him. 

Nor was she the only one who missed the 
lost one now. .Milly's heart mourned and 
pined for him in secret. But no one was the 
wiser of that ; so the conversation flowed on 
more fluently, for in Erroll's society it was 
impossible to be either dull or gloomy ; and 
however the inner life might suffer, the outer 
life became bright and happy under the in- 
fluence of his bright and happy tempera- 
ment. So it was soon a merry group which 
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clustered under the shade of that chestnut 
tree; joyous laughter floated out through the 
space beyond, and merry jests were bandied 
from lip to lip, until even Mrs. Desmond 
joined in the merriment. 

Yet not very far from that chestnut tree 
a quiet grave was lying — ^not very far from 
that happy group a tender heart was break- 
ing ! Ah ! is it not well for human happi- 
ness that forgetfiilness is ordained by the 
mightiest wisdom, — and that time can set his 
footprints brightly in the myth of space that 
makes our span of life ? 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



A VISITING CARD. 



^' Come closer to me, dear," were Mrs. Des- 
mond's first words after she had encouraged 
the merriment of those around her as far as 

■ 

in her power lay. Dorina was only too glad 
to accept the invitation, and the yoimg 
husband was only too glad to have her near 
him. He threw his head back playfully 
upon her knee, laughing at her blushing 
endeavour to remove it. 

'' Now, mother," he said, with an impu- 
dence peculiarly his own, and which sat well 
upon him, '' now, mother, is Dorina one 
half as handsome for a woman as I am for a 
man ? Confess the truth ! " 

From many thife speech might have been 
^n awkward one ; but fi:om Erroll it came 
with such an evident depreciation of himself, 



122 TEE SECRET OF TWO HOUSES. 

and with such a passionate appreciation of 
his wife, that it disarmed all criticism ; yet, 
like many another careless speech, it led ta 
an miexpected result. 

'' If any male individual but yourself said 
you gained by that comparison, his head 
would be beaten into a mummy's by this,'' 
said Lynmore. ^' And yet, ErroU, we must 
admit that ours is a handsome family." 

'' True." ErroU was about to launch into 
a rhapsody of admiration regarding what 
Walter had been, but stopped himself in 
tinie. '' True, indeed," he substituted. 
^^ And yet our mother, who is the loveliest 
woman of her age I ever saw, has not a child 
who strictly resembles her." 

'^ You are mistaken, Erroll. Emily is the 
image of her — that is, as far as a young- 
woman can resemble an old one. Excuse 
me, mother, for that ungallant speech." 

^^Yes, my twin-sister is Kke her; I can 
vouch for that fact. But, by-the-bye, that 
l^uts me in mind of a strange old lady I met 
in the train coming from Dublin, after my 
search for a certain young lady who had my 
poor brains all topsy-turvy just then. Ehy 
Dorina ?" 
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" I remember your telling me about her — 
a sweet-looking lady, with sharp dark eyes, 
a thoughtful face, iron-grey hair — " 

" Your description might be graphic 
enough if I allowed you to finish it; but 
as it is wrong on the outset, I pray you be 
silent. No. My fellow-passengier was a 
little old maid, as sour as a crab-apple, and 
as morose as the veriest philanthropist that 
ever set himself above or apart from his 
fellow-mortals. Yet I liked her, and felt 
myself irresistibly attracted towards her ; in 
fact, I could almost have kissed the wrinkled 
hand that gathered her mufflings about her. 
And, by the way, it was a beautifully 'shaped 
hand, too." 

'' Covered with jewels, no doubt, to hide 
the wrinkles you speak of." 

^^ There you are wrong ; for my old maid 
only wore one ring, and it was simplicity 
itself — a plain loop, in the centre of which 
was a blood-stone ; and which it would have 
escaped my notice but for a curious signet 
that was engraved upon it." 

'' A signet on a blood-stone. What was. 
it?" 

" Well, no, not exactly a signet, although 
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at the first glance it looked exactly like a 
Phoenix ; but on better inspection it proved 
to be a crest, and as like that of the Ches- 
tertons as two peas.'^ 

Mrs. Desmond leant forward, and grew a 
shade paler than her wont as ErroU said 
this ; but he was unconscious of his words 
having any eficct upon her, although he 
shifted his position and glanced uneasily at 
her. He could not tell why it was that he 
shrank from speaking freely of the stranger ; 
but certain it was that each time her name 
was coming to his lips it was repressed and 
left imuttered. 

^' She knew some of our family," he added, 
" and that night was on her way to see an 
old friend who lived in this direction. She 
said it was fifteen years since she had been 
on the same line before." He took out his 
pocket-book for the purpose of getting the 
card which his fellow-passenger had given 
him, but hesitated even then. '^ The queerest 
part of all thia," he said, lightly, ^' is, that my 
little old maid was the very first who arrayed 
my own august person in this world^s purple 
and fine linen, when I was a babe, of course." 

Mrs. Desmond bent nearer to him, with 
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an eagerness in her voice which she tried in 
vain to conceal. 

"To whom was the lady going, did she say ?' ' 

" To you, mother. She was an old friend, 
and had known Aunt Edith from the time 
she was a child." 

The long thin fingers closed themselves 
together, and a nervous twitching came 
about the invalid's mouth, but she managed 
to speak steadily enough. . 

" She was coming to me ? She had heard 
of Walter's death?" 

" Yes ; here is her card." 

Her eyes were riveted upon it, her breath 
came thick and fast, and she looked as though 
she were about to faint, but said nothing 
more ; indeed, she seemed incapable of fiirther 
speech. 

Dorina was by her side in an instant, and 
took the card from the trembling hand that 
grasped it. She remembered the name of 
Miss Landford, although the present address 
was diflfereht from that which was on the 
letter she had posted for Mrs. Desmond some 
months since. She told the agitated woman 
to lie back on her pillows ; and she obeyed 
in a quiet, sad way, as if unconscious of what 
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she did. She' was battling with some inward 
feeKng that fought hard to conquer her, and 
her frail strength was succumbing slowly to 
it. She took no notice of the wondering 
group around her, only sat there fondling 
Dorina's hand, in an absent nervous way, 
that puzzled them. 

The name of Miss Landford seemed not only 
to have awakened a chain of painfiil memories 
in the invalid's mind, but it seemed to have 
come upon her with a sudden shock, for her 
faculties were for the time stimned ; and even 
when Lynmore came beside her, she looked 
-away, as though she neither knew nor saw 
him. Then he spoke, but she pushed him 
petulantly aside, and turned to ErroU. 

^^ Is Miss Landford coming here?" she 
asked. 

Instead of replying to her question, ErroU 
endeavoured to engage her mind on another 
topic ; but she interrupted him in sudden 
anger, — 

^^Why do you not answer me, sir? Is 
Miss Landford coming here soon ?" 

^^ Not that I am aware of; she told me 
to write to her on your return, which I 
omitted.'^ 
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She seemed to ponder on his words, 
relapsing into sullen silence, and still patting 
the hand that rested on her lap. 

Dorina, kneehng beside her, saw a change 
come over her countenance, and made a sign 
to Mildred to fetch some water. In a few 
minutes Miss Sarsfield was bending over 
Mrs. Desmond, with a glass in her hand ; 
but a cry burst from the white lips, and it 
was dashed aside with a suddenness that 
shivered it to atoms on the ground before 
her. 

Milly shrank back, for the eyes that met 
her own had a look within them that she 
never afterwards forgot. She believed then 
they were the eyes of a mad woman, for that 
Mrs. Desmond had become insane was the 
only way she could account for her strange 
conduct ; but that shrinking back, natural as 
the action was, served to tear away the last 
remnant of self-restraint that the invalid 
possessed. Thrusting Dorina aside, she 
started to her feet, and gave vent to a volley 
of words that almost petrified her at whom 
they were hurled. 

^^ Mildred Sarsfield," she cried; ^^you 
have always stood in my path like a mocking 
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demon, taunting me until I can endure it 
no longer ; you are like a judgment on a 
misguided kindness. Good heaven ! why did 
you not look somewhere else for some one to 
link your fate to, and leave my sons alone ? I 
almost think that Walter was taken from you 
by a just wisdom ; and who knows what may 
happen to Lynmore next ? It would be as 
good for him to die as to have you for ever 
before him, with your perpetual smiles and 
hypocritical gentleness. Shrink and tremble, 
it is fit that you should do so in my presence ; 
weep too; count up the tears that I have 
shed, and measure yours by them. I like to 
see you suffer ; I only wish some one else 
saw you too. I would like him . to know 
that you feel a throb of the sorrow which I 
have felt for years, all through his folly — 
his, your father's. Mildred Sarsfield, do not 
marry my son, for if you do, a retribution 
will follow on the unjust act. Oh ! it only 
wanted you to be Erroll's promised wife to 
fill up the measure of this base injustice." 

A wild laugh finished this tirade, and Mrs. 
Desmond fell back on her pillows exhausted. 

No one stirred to offer her any assistance, 
for every one was spell-bound in amazement. 
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It seemed impossible to believe that this was 
the quiet, religious woman whom they had 
all admired — ^this the resigned Christian 
whom Mildred loved and honoured as a 
being superior to herself and all the world 
beside. 

She lay back in her chair, with her chin 
resting on her breast, and her hands fallen 
loosely at either side, until Dorina, almost 
fearing she was dead, drew back her head 
and looked into her face. It was ghastly pale, 
her mouth continued to twitch nervously, 
and she scarcely breathed; but, with the 
presence of mind which always characterized 
her, Dorina sprinkled the wan face with 
water, then a sob issued from the quivering 
lips, as though it rent the heart it came 
from, and she wept hysterically, lying like 
a tired child in the young wife's arms. 

When they had assisted her to her own 
room, and Lynmore had placed her on a 
sofa, she lay without opening her lips or 
noticing any one until Milly was leaving the 
room, in compliance with a whispered request 
from Dorina that she should send for the 
family physician ; then the invalid looked up, 
and held out her hand. 
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^^Can you forgive me, Milly, dear?" she 
asked. '' I know not what came over me, or 
why you should have been the victim of an 
abuse that might as well have fallen on any 
one else ; for, of course, everything I said 
had neither sense nor meaning in it. I felt 
my head queer for the last week. My mind 
often wandered before, but never so much as 
it has done this day. Can you forgive me ? 
I know I have been impertinent and insulting. 
I was mad, my dear." 

^' Say no more," returned Milly, ^' for I 
shall never think of it again. It was all 
owing to an attack of hysteria, brought on, 
perhaps, by over-excitement or fatigue. Lie 
quiet now, and dismiss it from your mind, 
as I have done from mine." 

She pressed her lips upon the white fore- 
head, but did not see that every feature of 
the invalid's face became disturbed as she 
did do. 

'' You are a good girl, Milly, and I thank 
you," murmured the other, in her usual soft 
and musical cadence. 

Miss Sarsfield, standing beside the sufferer, 
felt an irresistible compassion for her, and, 
forgetting every wrong to herself, in the 
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ivarmth of her compassion, she took the 
i^asted hand, and said, — 

"I would give anything on earth to be 
able to find a way to your heart, — mine 
yearns so fondly towards the name you bore 
to Walter. Mother! I never knew what it 
was to have a mother. She died, as you 
know, when I was too young to recollect 
her; and, ah! did I not miss the blessed 
privilege of that mother's love ! " 

She had spoken in a subdued voice, but 
the feeling it contained rendered every word 
distinct even to Dorina, who' stood near the 
window with Erroll and Lynmore. With 
one accord they turned, and saw Milly trem- 
bling before Mrs. Desmond, who now, raising 
herself on one elbow, fixed a burning gaze 
upon the young girl's countenance as she 
asked, — ^^What do you know about your 
mother? They say her heart was broken, 
and that your father kiUed her. Oh ! I hope 
he loved her, if only to see her pine and fade 
away; if only to feel his heart torn with 
grief over the grave that hid what was dear 
to him. But there it is again. How I rave, 
Milly, dear." 

Believing that her mind was, indeed, in 
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some way aflfected by her illness, Mildred 
uttered a few soothing words, and escaped 
as soon as possible from her presence, Lyn- 
more and Erroll joined her in the library, 
and, all laboming under the same delusion, 
they summoned Dr. Ernest. 

Once alone with Dorina, Mrs. Desmond 
sat up, refusing the slightest assistance, andy 
taking the visiting card from her pocket, 
asked for her desk. 

" You surely are not going to trouble your- 
self with writing, mother, dear?" remon- 
strated the younger woman. 

There was no reply, but the desk was 
deliberately opened, and a couple of lines 
written and directed to Miss Landford. 

" You will see that this is posted for me ?'^ 
she said. 

Dorina took charge of the letter, but many 
hours afterwards she was locked up in her 
own room with it still in her possession. 



V 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



AFTER LONG YEARS. 



It must have been some motive stronger than 
curiosity which prompted Dorina, not only 
to hesitate in posting the letter to Miss Land- 
ford, but to place the gimamed envelope over 
a cup of boiling water until it lay open before 
her; then, though she was alone, her face 
was dyed with the blush of shame at the dis- 
honourable action she had been guilty of, 
and she wavered between the determination 
of sealing it up again without perusal, and 
the strong temptation of gratifying her wish 
to possess herself of its contents. 

If she did not love Erroll, perhaps this 
temptation could have been overcome; but 
now, with that passion living in her heart 
for him, she was determined to fathom what- 
ever mystery his fate was involved in at all 
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hazards. She could not doubt that there was 
some unpleasant secret connected with Misa 
Sarsfield to provoke the invalid^s dislike, and 
that her husband was in some manner con- 
cerned in it. She withdrew the piece of 
writing from the envelope, and listened as 
no thief or midnight assassin could have ever 
listened. 

She dreaded to be found out ; for if any 
one came to the door, her very confusion would 
have told upon her. Found out! Strange 
that a high-minded woman like Dorina could 
have stooped to that miserable code of morals 
which so generally characterizes the depraved 
or self-deceived. 

She flattered herself that this was her first 
wrong step, and, feeling persuaded that it 
should be the last, she opened the paper and 
read: — ^^My dearest old friend, — Erroll's 
marriage prevented me writing to you since 
my Walter's death. Will you come to me 
at your earliest convenience, for I can endure* 
my unjust treatment of Lynmore no longer." 
Here followed the signature and date, but 
nothing more. Dorina at first thought those 
lines so bald and disjointed, that she could 
make nothing out of them. Then they were 
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re-read, and every word pondered upon with 
anxious care. 

'^ Her unjust treatment of Lynmore," site 
murmured. ^' How unjust ? Has this woman 
committed any crime? and is remorse the 
disease that is killing her ? What has ErroU 
to do with this mystery? Nothing! The 
more I think, the more I am convinced that 
he has nothing to do with it. She merely 
speaks of his marriage casually. What shall 
I do ? Whether shall I destroy or post this 
letter ? " 

She held it wistfully for a while, twisting 
it about, at one moment making a movement 
as though to tear it, and the next tapping it 
irritably with her nails. At last she refolded 
and replaced it. 

A little gum, which she had taken the pre- 
caution to procure, made the envelope all 
right again, and she got ready to go with it 
to the village herself. She reached the path 
where she had witnessed Mrs. Desmond's 
interview with Seaward a few months pre- 
viously, and that interview came again to 
her mind so vividly that she forgot even the 
letter in her hand. 

How did Mrs. Desmond come to know that 
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man ? — that stranger who had so often puzzled 
Moila and herself? — ^he whom she had accused 
of being a spy and a rebel, and whose manly 
beauty now rose before her imagination as 
she stood looking over the little fence which 
separated her from the shrubbery ? 

A hand was laid upon her shoulder, and, 
turning with a start, she almost screamed as 
her husband appeared so close to her. 

'' Are you looking for your relations in 
there ? " he said. '^ The sweet spring 
flowers ? " 

'' Oh, ErroU ! how you frighten me. Is 
your mother going on favourably ? I did 
not like to go to her room since, as Dr. 
Ernest told me that she should be kept per- 
fectly quiet." 

^/I have just seen her, and the doctor 
assured me that there is no cause for alarm ; 
and yet I am most anxious about her." 

. The young wife saw his lip quiver as he 
turned away, and, pressing the forgotten 
letter closer to her heart, she murmured, — 

^' This may relieve her — this may contain 
an antidote for the suffering soul. Oh ! how 
he loves his mother — ^loves her better than 
she deserves from him. I wish I had not 
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opened this letter ; it makes me feel as though 
I had committed a theft. To be honest, 
strong and true, that is father, that is Moila 
— aye, and mother, too ; but I am less than 
they, humble though they be. Talk of pride 
of birth! Henceforth this shall be mine, 
that Dorina Desmond will follow the ex- 
ample of her forefathers, and never blush for 
shame." 

She remembered though that not very 
long ago that same blush had dyed her face 
with its dark colouring. Let her strive to 
obliterate it as she would, the stain was still 
there, to mar her beauty from this day. She 
had committed a breach of trust, and, bitterly 
regretting it; she resolved never to do so more. 

She hurried on to post the accusing letter, 
although her doubts were renewed regarding 
the real meaning of its contents, until her 
path was crossed at right angles by a road. 
Here she came face to face with Mr. Seaward. 

''It is long since I have seen you," he 
said ; " and I am glad you are looking so 
blooming. You are still the Red Rose of 
the Vale. I was in Paris part of the time 
you were on your wedding tour. Why did 
we not meet there ? " 
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" We did not visit the Continent in our 
rambles," she repKed, coldly. 

"And even if you did, and that we came 
in contact, you would scarcely have con- 
descended to recognize so humble an indivi- 
dual as myself." 

Probably recollecting his encounter with 
ErroU in the dusk of one summer evenings 
as he spoke, Seaward knew that one, at least, 
of the two men would have recognized the 
other; for the blow that had then almost 
stunned him still blistered his pride, although 
it left no outer trace behind it. 

"Was Mrs. Desmond able to be out to- 
day ? " he asked, abruptly. 

Dorina looked the astonishment she felt at 
the question, but did not reply. Then he 
continued, — 

" I want to see her particulai'ly. I must 
see her to-morrow, or the next day at farthest^ 
It is quite as unusual for a stranger — a gen- 
tleman, at least — ^to introduce himself to a 
lady in this comitrj' as it is in any other ; 
neither is it etiquette to ■ give her his card ; 
but if yoiu' mother has not akeady ac- 
quainted you with my name, will you permit 
me to say that it is Seaward? It will put 
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aside all further awkwardness between us. 
Stay, you have dropped a glove — no, a 
letter." 

He took it up politely, and handed it to^ 
her, with a great show of honourable scruple 
in not looking at the address. 

" Do you know the person this is going 

to ? " she asked, holding it eagerly for his 

inspection. 

^'Miss Landford, Merrion Square. No.^ 

And yet I think I have heard the name 
before. It comes upon me like the remem- 
brance of a dream, indistinct and intangible; 
but perhaps I am mistaken ; indeed, I am 
sure I am mistaken. No ; I have never 
heard that name before. But who is this ? 
Good-day, madam." 

With the last words he parted abruptly 
from her, and hurried away as Sir Capel 
Sarsfield walked leisurely towards them. 

''Who is that gentleman, Dorina?" he 
asked, gazing after the retreating figure. 

'' I cannot tell you who he is, for that is 
a puzzle I am trying to find out this long- 
while. He first came here to the harvest- 
home, and his name is Seaward." 

Sir Capel's usually ruddy complexion faded 
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as she gave this explanation, slight as it wasy 
and he advanced a pace as though to follow 
in the other man's footsteps. Then he leant 
thoughtfully against a tree, while Dorina 
watched him, almost as much surprised at his 
manner as she had been at Mrs. Desmond's 
a few hours previously. 

" Mr. Seaward ! " quivered through his lips 
at last. '' Are you quite sure of this, my 
child?" 

^^Yes; I could not have mistaken the 
name. Are you better, sir ? " 

He made no reply, for his eyes were 
riveted on the letter in her hand. She had 
designedly placed it so that he could read 
the address, being fully determined to sift 
the matter to the utmost of her ability. 

^' This letter seems to affect you as much 
as that man's name. He evidently knew 
Miss Landford, too, although he denied it." 

^' No. If he denied it, he told no lie in 
that, for he never saw her, that I know of." 

'^ Then you are acquainted with the gen- 
tleman who just left me ? " 

^'If you delay longer in posting that 
letter it will be late for the next mail. Come, 
I shall go with you to the village, and I can 
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talk to you on the way." But he never 
opened his lips until the letter was safe in 
the letter-box ; then he said, " I was expect- 
ing that Mrs. Desmond would have written 
to Miss Landford, but I scarcely thought 
it would have been so soon after Erroll's 
marriage." 

Dorina was near betraying herself by 
declaring that Mrs. Desmond had not only 
vmtten then, but had done so long ago, and 
that this letter was asking her old friend to 
come to her; but she was not supposed to 
know so much, and held her peace. 

Sir Capel did not speak again until they 
returned to the path that overlooked the 
shrubbery. Then they paused by tacit con- 
sent, and leant against the little fence to 
look idly at the Shannon sparkling in the 
evening sun. As they did so, something 
stirred the laurels behind them. They turned, 
and a dark object could be indistinctly 
descried among the abundant growth of ever- 
greens. Both watched it in silence for some 
time; but it lay still, seeming scarcely to 
breathe if it were living, and if it were a 
thing inanimate, Alhey might not trouble 
themselves about it. 
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That Mr. Seaward could have placed him- 
self in such an undignified position for the 
purpose of eavesdropping, never once en- 
tered Dorina's mind. And yet the longer 
she watched, the more she became convinced 
i;hat it was the figure of a man, too large to 
be Toby Downs, and she could think of no 
one else who would take such an interest in 
her movements as to torture himself by lying 
so long without a change of posture. Yet 
>she never asked herself what motive the 
poor foundling could have in acting thus, 
even if it were him. 

'' Lotus go on," said the baronet, at length, 
^^ for that which I would like to talk about is 
meant for no ears but your own." 

They left the fence and walked slowly to- 
wards the garden, looking back every now 
and then to see if the figure would leave the 
shrubbery, but it did not do so. Once only, 
when they were nearly out of sight, a flushed 
face was thrust over the hedge, with eyes 
that watched wistfully after them. Then it 
was withdrawn, and a tear fell upon the 
grass at Seaward's feet. The grass did not 
wither up at its touch, although the heart it 
came from was " deceitful above all thinsrs^ 
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and desperately wicked." But that heart 
had yearned lately for the sound of a voice 
i;vhich it had loved in youth — a voice that 
had never sounded except in kindness, and 
it was years since that feeling was echoed 
by the voice of strangers. 

The figure left the shrubbery after some 
time, and Mr. Seaward, wishing to escape 
observation, bent his steps quickly towards 
his lodgings. 

^^We are safe here," said Sir Capel, as 
they reached the garden. Then, drawing 
Dorina to a seat beside him, in a little quiet 
arbour, continued, '^ I feel so unusually sad 
this evening, that I must unburden myself to 
4some one ; no, not to some one, but to you, 
Dorina." 

^'I shall be glad if I can comfort you." 
The simple words were uttered with a sin- 
cerity that he could not doubt. 

'^ I know that; but I am not going to 
burden you with a long story, although yom* 
good nature might make you listen to it. 
Do you remember one night at Clonshavale 
that I was so near telling you the only 
piece of romance I was ever guilty of? It 
seemed ridiculous then for an old fellow like 
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9 

me to talk of such a thing at all ; but thi» 
night I feel differently, and long for sym- 
pathy as much as any school-girl ever longed 
for freedom." 

Dorina stole nearer, and put her arm 
affectionately through his, but made no reply 
— the action assured him of what he wished 
for. 

^'In the midst of your own happiness," 
he added, ^^ it is hard for you to picture 
to yourself another person's misery — ^to 
imagine the agony of a life laid waste by 
the hand it trusted — to conjure up the 
phantoms of regret which wring the heart 
with despair, and wrench from its depth 
the mighty faith it once had held in 
mortal." 

" Oh ! sir, surely this misery has never 
come to you?" 

^^It has. Ah, my child, how differently 
people are constituted ! Most men can love 
often, some only twice ; but there are those 
who love but once, and that for ever. I am 
one of that unfortunate few, and my life has 
paid the penalty, for she whom I loved was 
most unworthy of it." 

" Did she deceive you ? It seems impos- 
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sible, for she never could liave met another 
half so noble." 

'' Yes, she deceived me. She was faith- 
less in a manner too gross for your pure 
ears to listen to." 

'' Tell me how, dear godfather. It is no 
idle curiosity that makes me ask for your 
entire confidence, but because I feel so deep 
a respect for you. Who was she, sir ? " 

'^ My promised wife. We were betrothed, 
the day was fixed for our marriage, when — 
Oh, Dorina, I dare not tell you more ! SuflGice 
it, she was a disgrace to all her sex, and my 
rival was — gracious Heaven ! why do I feel 
like this after so many years ? why cannot I 
forget as others have forgotten? — ^my rival 
was — ^was the man who parted with you at 
the shrubbery as I came up." 

^^ Mr. Seaward?" 

^^ Yes, Mr. Seaward. Let us go in now, 
for I cannot bring myself to tell you any 
more at present, — my heart is too sad, Dorina ; 
and what I thought would cheer it only 
makes it worse. But I will tell you all soon, 
only let us go in now." 

She complied almost mechanically, for her 
brain was busy trying to unravel what 
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appeared another mystery. If Sir Capel 
liad loved Mrs. Desmond in liis youth, in 
what manner could she have deceived him, 
tliat the pain of which even the lapse of 
years had failed to obliterate ? 
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CHAPTER XV. 

LIFE IS MADE UP OF TRIFLES. 

<I!astlethomond was enlivened by the arrival 
of Miss Landford in a way that surprised 
every one. Yet it should not have been a 
matter of surprise to any one, for the merry, 
genial old maid carried a sunshine about her 
that lighted the gloomiest places. 

The only moment in which she did not 
shine, was the moment she held Mrs. Des- 
mond in an affectionate embrace. Then 
tears dimmed her lustre ; but, like clouds on 
a summer sky, they were soon passed, and 
the clatter of the little lady's tongue gave 
every one enough to do to follow it. 

She was very different now to the morose 
individual whom ErroU met in the railway- 
carriage. However, the liking he then took 
to her was not diminished by the change ; 
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on the contrary, she was the promoter of 
his own mirth, and the very frequent com- 
panion of his mountain rambles ; and those 
rambles, extending goodness knows how far, 
certainly out of a lady's jurisdiction, never 
appeared to tire her. She seemed a healthy, 
wiry little woman, who, taking life as a very 
pleasant jest, launched into its caprices, and 
enjoyed them vastly. 

Once only ErroU found fault with her, 
and felt disposed to quarrel. They were- 
standing on the summit of a hill, looking 
down upon the Castle, when he remarked, — 

"I am as proud of being the possessor of 
that pile of building as if I were the owner 
of a kingdom.'' 

" Indeed, as if you were a monarch," she 
said, slyly. 

^^ Yes, a monarch could scarcely feel more 
kingly than I do this moment." 

^^ A foolish speech, young man, and sounds 
ambitious. A monarch endeavours to pro- 
mote the good of his serfs and soldiers, to 
conquer every obstacle in his path to glory 
and renown — " 

'' Certainly, the humblest officer in the 
service does the same." 
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^^ And what good do you promote, young 
gentleman, that you should be so proud of 
your position? What good, indeed? The 
exercise of your bones, the amusement of 
your fancy, and the appetite of your 
stomach. You never think that you have 
either brains or a soul." 

" This language is exceedingly coarse, 
Miss Landford." 

" Coarse things are generally substantial, 
and if a little indigestible, are wholesome 
food for all that. Now, if that Castle were 
mine, and I were a fine, healthy young 
fellow like you, I would apply myself to 
something usefiil. I would study and exert 
the talents that God gave me, and not hide 
them in a napkin, as you are doing." 

^^ I have no talents, — never had." 

^^Who could look at that head of yours 
and believe such a speech ? I tell you what, 
you vain young puppy, it is wealth that spoils 
half the fine young men in the world — ^it 
makes coxcombs of them, which, thank 
Heaven ! you are not ; but you are a use- 
less young dog, for all that. It was only 
this morning that I heard what trouble Lady 
Ada Grayston had with you about those 
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cottages. True, you consented not only ta 
leave them standing, but to renovate, almost 
rebuild them. But then you did not do so 
of your own accord. You would have pulled 
them down only for sweet Ada, who is an 
angel, and even with her influence that was 
the only good you did in your life. Did 
you ever sit beside a sick tenant, or admi- 
nister one word of either kindness or comfort 
to him, or do anything else to make yourself 
popular among those humble people ? " 

" That is a woman's office ; Dorina does 
so." 

'' Granted; but to the point. What other 
good beside the cottages did you ever do? 
Got up a factory to give employment to the^ 
starving people about tiere, or many other 
important things much more within yom- 
reach ? No ; nor would you do a single useful 
turn for your fellow mortal if you lived for a 
hundred years. The subject vexes you ; well, 
I '11 give it up. Ah, me ! the mind should ba 
trained from its first youth to make its owner 
a useful member of society. I would have 
a man gird up his loins and enter into the 
thickest of life's battle with an unflincliing 
courage ; but to idle away his time in a place 
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like this, until he is only fit to be — ^what, a 
dreamer ? Man ami^ it is unbearable." 

'' Would you have a gentleman of fortune 
.work as a ploughboy ?" 

^^Not exactly; but I would have him a 
man as well as a gentleman. Ah! ErroU, 
dear Erroll, who can tell but some adverse 
tide might sweep away with one wave the 
sandy mound he built his greatness on? It is 
well, it is noble for young fellows like you to 
buffet, strive, and conquer: it makes thqm 
strong, invigorates mind and body, makes 
them live longer, and be able to eat a good din- 
ner up to the very last hour of their existence." 

ErroU laughed outright as the inspired 
little lady fell thus suddenly from the com- 
paratively sublime to the ridiculous ; then 
she confronted him with the air of a drum- 
major, or of a bantam cock after giving a 
good crow. 

^^ You may laugh away," she said, "but 
I tell you I am right. Now, supposing that 
poor dear Walter were still alive, still master 
of that pile of buildings,, and all pertaining to 
it, what would you do ? " 

" Revel in the portion my father left me, 
as Lynmore does now." 
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'' You are an idiot; Lynmore has neither 
your energy nor brains." 

" No, but he has his own brains and energy, 
and you acknowledge I am an idiot." 

"You are too clever for me; forgive me, 
it is my zeal for your welfare that makes me 
so rude." Her manner changed as she spoke, 
and she stooped to examine a bunch of wild 
flowers that grew at her feet. She was so 
long bending over them, that Erroll threw 
himself on his knees to tear them up, roots 
and all. As he did so, he glanced at her face, 
and forgot all about the flowers, for it was 
wet with tears. 

He could not account to himself then, but 
he did afterwards, for the impulse which 
compelled him to press the trembling 
wrinkled hand to his lips, which he did 
with more tenderness, because more dispas- 
sionately, than he had ever pressed Dorina's 
there. 

He thought now that it was because he 
liked to be scolded, for she was the first who 
ever did so, and he enjoyed the novelty. 
Although naturally a male flirt, he was not 
flirting now, for who could do so with a little 
old woman like Miss Landford ? Yet if she 
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ivefre even young and beautiful he could not 
have looked upon her more affectionately 
than he did when she threw down the wild 
flowers, and clasped her arms round his neck. 
Most young men would have recoiled from 
such an embrace ; but he, looking up to 
her wrinkled face, was irresistibly attracted 
towards it. 

'' Why do you take such an interest in 
xae?" he asked, softly. 

" Because I loved your mother, ErroU, 
dear. And I love you now for her sake." 

He felt rather disappointed in her answer, 
and rose immediately, saying, '' You love 
her still, I suppose?" but she turned to the 
former subject. 

" God has given you talents, use them ; 
apply yourself to enter a career that will 
enable you to carve your name in the annals 
of fame and honour." 

" I verily believe you are in earnest about 
this. Miss Landford ; and much as I should 
like to follow your advice, I am at a loss to 
know why that advice should be given at 
all." 

'^Because, as I said before, I take an interest 
in you. I, an old woman, who has seen life 
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in all its phases, think it a pity that yours 
should be wasted here in shameful inertness^ 
Enter a profession, go into the army, do 
anything that will employ and lift you up tO' 
the dignity of true manhood." 
'^ And am I less than that now ?" 
'' To my thinking you are. Yes, most 
emphatically you are. Frown as you will, I 
care nothing for that. I am right ; your life 
here is — what is it, ErroU ? — a dream, simply 
a dream. You do nothing either for your- 
self or for any one else. Lucy Desmond is^ 
the guardian angel of the tenantry, and of 
all the rest who want assistance ; you could 
make yourself useful some other way. Do- 
you know classics ? Yes, of course you do. 
Then be a doctor. No, that would be too 
slow, too much toiling and up-hill work. 
Take to the law. That is slow also. Well, go 
into the army, it is the best. Go out to India 
on double pay, and become a Nabob. Go 
into the world, and take out a diploma for 
anything that is good and great, my dear ^ 
then come back to me — to me, the eccentric 
old maid, who will hail you as a hero though 
you never drew a sword, who will love you 
for your own sake, and leave you at her death 
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perhaps as big a fortune as even the owner of 
yonder Castle could possess." 

A bell tolling in the distance prevented 
Erroll's reply, for it warned them of the 
approach of dinner-hour, and they hurried 
home thoughtfully, but without further delay- 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



TRIED. 



The following evening many of the neigh- 
bouring gentry were invited to the Castle in 
honour of Miss Landford, who dearly loved 
a little genial society, by which she meant a 
recherche tea, a merry dance, and a supper- 
table surrounded by the youngest and fairest 
faces it were possible to procure. On this 
occasion, however, the little lady had to forego 
the dancing, and substitute a croquet party. 
'' I am sure," she remonstrated, '^ that when 
I was young I would have danced in the dog- 
days ; however, be it as you will, my dears ; 
I shall enjoy the croquet if Err oil be my 
partner." 

So the croquet party was decided upon, 
although ErroU did not promise to be Miss 
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Landford's partner. Indeed, when the even- 
ing came, he was only one lady's partner in 
particular, and she was the most brilliant and 
beautiful girl in all that elegant assembly — 
a girl whom he had known a couple or three 
years ago, and who now blazed upon his sight 
in the ftdl bloom of splendid womanhood. 

Teresa Setmore, a beauty and an heiress, 
knew her power, and revelled in it ; and that 
power opened the first chasm in the haven of 
Dorina's happiness. The mask of truthftdness 
sat with a hypocritical grace upon her fault- 
less features, and it was not the only mask 
that sat gracefully upon her. Let me pause, 
for the pen which had hitherto taken a plea- 
sure in following the footsteps of Dorina, now 
falters at the task of depicting a character 
less fair, though far more often met with — one 
which, understanding nothing but its own 
littleness, passes by the richest treasures of 
the heart, and grovels in the dross of empti- 
ness, — a beautiful woman, as soulless as she 
was beautiftd, and as coarse in mind as she was 
splendid in appearance. Alas! that such a 
one should have the power to leave the sting 
of bitterness in the mind of the sensitive and 
the refined, — a sting which often rankles in 
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the nature of true womanhood. But so it is ; 
and such a character flits by us now, and 
ErroU's high-souled wife is wounded in the 
flitting. 

In his reckless past, the young Adonis had 
won the heart of this fair coquette — ^won it 
so lightly, that he deemed it not worth the 
keeping, and trampled on it as ruthlessly as 
he would have trampled on a flower that fell 
from his bosom. She heard of his marriage, 
and in the jealous rage of her envious nature 
contrived, through the medium of friends, to 
procure an invitation to the Castle. ErroU 
had last seen her as a young and but half- 
formed girl. He now met her the most 
splendid woman that he had ever beheld. 
He danced attendance on this showiest 
magnet in the fashionable hemisphere, flit- 
ting about the effulgent light like a moth 
about a candle, until his wings were singed,, 
morally, at least. 

To think or speak of a young girl as a 
mortal little less than an angel, is so repug- 
nant to the feelings of sensible people in 
general, that they rush into almost any groove 
which will save them from it. Those who 
are hot sensible, think this a foolish scnti- 
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mentaKty; but, be it what it may, it is un- 
pleasant to associate youth and loveliness 
ivith anything except that which is good and 
pure. 

ErroU had vowed to torture Dorina's heart 
as once his own was tortured by doubt and 
by suspicion, and this evening he went about 
it with a vengeance. His attentions to Miss 
Setmore might have been begun in the spirit 
of coquetry, but certainly they were con- 
tinued in the spirit of admiration, for he 
seemed to have no thought for any one but 
his fair enamorata. Naturally, Dorina felt 
herself slighted, although, as yet, she attached 
no serious blame to her husband — nothing 
but what a word or smile would have allayed ; 
but as neither came, she grew uneasy, and at 
last alarmed. 

Sad and lonely, she seated herself on the 
trunk of an old tree, which had been cut 
down in the winter, and which now, even 
in its fallen state, was sending forth young 
branches as fresh and green as ever. Were 
she inclined to moralize, this tree would have 
given her ample opportunity; but she was 
not. She was inclined to do nothing but sit 
there and watch the couple who had left the 
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croquet after the first game, and were now 
walking together in a shaded path not far 
from her. She might have watched them 
thus for hours, had not a woman's cheerful 
voice startled her. 

^^They are not only old acquaintances, 
but old lovers, and I think it a pity that Fata 
has dealt so cruelly with them," it said. 

Then some manly tones replied, and 
Dorina's heart sickened as she listened. 

" I heard they were to have been married 
but for some misunderstanding with her 
father ; it is evident that the old feelings are 
not altogether obliterated. Desmond has 
thrown himself away on his plebeian wife, 
though, for my part, I think her a much 
better looking woman than Miss Setmore. 
But these cases of mesalliance never end 
well. Two grades naturally so far apart 
cannot come together with impunity." 

The gentleman stopped abruptly, for Do- 
rina, glowing with a pride which enhanced 
her beauty, stepped forward and confronted 
him. However, bowing slightly to his 
companion, she passed on with the dignity 
of a queen, and with her looks sublime in 
eloquence. 
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She took a circuitous route, which brought 
lier fiill on the path which Miss Setmore and 
her husband promenaded. The girl's eyes 
were lowered in wrapt attention to what he 
was saying, and did not see Dorina imtil she 
spoke. 

^^ ErroU," she said, " your mother has just 
come out upon the lawn, and as she will not 
be able to remain for any length of time, had 
you not better go to her for a little ? You know 
how she appreciates your smallest attention." 

He turned from her impatiently, muttering 
something which she alone could hear, and 
she shrank from him hurt to the soul. As she 
did so, she discovered two piercing black 
eyes fixed upon her, as though they would 
read her inmost thoughts. They belonged 
to Miss Landford, who disappeared among 
the trees on the moment. 

Wondering almost as much at the little 
lady for acting thus, as she was annoyed at 
Erroll's rudeness, Dorina turned her steps in 
a different direction, quite unconscious where 
they were leading her, until she found her- 
self not only at Rosmary, but in the fern 
grotto. It was the first time she had entered 
it since the night she saw Walter Desmond 
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lying dead upon the rustic bench but a few 
perches from her, and she shuddered to find 
herself again within it. Why she should 
have strayed thither she could not account 
to herself, except it was with the instinctive 
longing for being alone. 

She remembered the harvest-home, and 
every other memory of that eventful night 
came fresh upon her, until, overpowered by 
them and by her own sad feelings, she sank 
among the ferns and wept. After a little 
time, some one entered. Exclamations of 
admiration burst from a silvery voice, and 
Dorina almost held her breath, for Miss Set- 
more and her husband stood with their backs 
to her so close that she could almost have 
touched them. 

" A fairy bower for love to repose in, is it 
not?" he whispered; ^^and well worth the 
pilgrimage from the Castle." 

'^ Yes. I never saw anything so beautiful." 

'^But your promise, Teresa, — give me 
your promise for what I asked, and you ca» 
admire the place until morning, if you like." 

'' I am afraid to do so. You know it would 
be very wrong now, Erroll." 

^^I know nothing, except that you have 
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grown to be the most dangerously captivating 
creature in existence." 

'' Flatterer ! " 

" Truth is never flattery. Will you pro- 
mise to meet me at Lady Frankfort's fete on 
Thursday. Nay ! I cannot release your hand 
until I make certain of another time for 
seeing you." 

There was a silence, — a silence in which 
Dorina heard distinctly the throbbing of her 
own heart, — and then the answer came. 

^^ Yes, I promise to meet you." 

" Thanks, my beautifid. Ah! Teresa, you 
have again enslaved me." 

^^ Again ? The chains were light indeed 
that bound you, else you had never left me 
as you did." 

'' Was not your father somewhat to blame ; 
but did you really love me ?" 

^' Yes, I loved you — ah ! much too well." 

His arm had stolen round her supple waist 
as he asked the question, and her murmuring 
tones fell upon Dorina's ear like the chorus 
of a himdred demons. 

What should she do ? Should she risejup 
and confront them, as she had confronted the 
other two on the Castle lawn not half-an- 
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hour ago ? No, she had no pride now to 
sustain her, and her wounded heart, shrinking 
within itself, crushed back the moan that 
rose to her Kps, at what she considered her 
husband's perfidy. 

'' Had we not better go back to the Castle 
and join the croquet ? " asked Miss Setmore, 
as if waking from a blissful dream. 

" So soon ? It is so sweet to linger here." 

" But you are married now, ErroU." 

" You need not remind me so often of that 
fact, for I am not likely to forget it. Well, 
since I have your promise for our next 
meeting, I must rest satisfied." 

The girl blushed at the admiring gaze 
that was bent so ardently upon her; but 
made no efibrt to leave the grotto, until 
Erroll, drawing her hand within his arm, 
was the first to move. 

Dorina moved also, and took one step 
forward, but a hand was laid upon her 
shoulder, and detained her forcibly. 

^^ Take no heed of this/' said Miss Land- 
ford. " Erroll is coquetting with a fool, and 
is doing so to rouse your jealousy. I do 
believe he knew you were behind him all 
the time." 
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" Then if so he is more unmanly still to 
take advantage of a young girl's trust." 

'' Folly, my dear ; that maiden is a brain- 
less, heartless, frivolous moiikey, who, I 
grant, is very beautiful; and what man can, 
withstand that fact, particularly when the 
beauty condescends to be kind to him alone ? 
But ErroU is paying her out, and she will 
reap the punishment by-and-by. Now, 
Dorina, put that folly from your mind, and 
tell me why Mildred Sarsfield has appeared 
to-day in our gay assembly dressed in black 
as deep as ever. She has actually resumed 
her mourning, and is going about like a 
weird spirit. Upon my veracity, I never 
knew such extraordinary people as there are 
about this place. As for the Castle, it is 
haunted, and until Mrs. Desmond dies, there 
will never be a glimpse of real sunshine in it. 
It is a fact, I assure you," added Miss Land- 
ford, after pausing to laugh at Dorina's indig- 
nation because she had spoken thus lightly 
of Mrs. Desmond. ^^And if that sunshine 
does not fall on you from the quarter you 
expect, it will through another medium — 
an enigma, my dear, which you will solve 
presently. But did it never occur to you that 
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Mrs. Desmond would wish to be at rest ? I 
know she wishes it. She is a dreadful sufferer ; 
the disease has taken the form of cancer 
now, and that is a living death. Poor Lucy, 
I for one should not be sorry if all were 
ended ; and yet, Dorina, I love her. There 
was only one on earth whom I ever loved 
better, and that one was her sister Edith. '^ 

Dorina was too busy with her own thoughts 
to make any reply, and they entered the 
lime-tree walk in the Castle groimds before 
either spoke again. 
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CHAPTEE, XVII. 



CROSS PURPOSES. 



'^^ Here is Miss Sarsfield coming towards us, 
and, as I said, she has resumed her mourning," 
said Miss Landford. It was true, and yet 
for what purpose those sable garments were 
again adopted neither Miss Landford nor 
Dorina could define. On this subject Lyn- 
more ^^as also mystified, although a subject 
of graver yet of brighter importance occupied 
him just now. 

In the invitations issued for the croquet 
party. Lady Ada Grayston had, of course, 
been included, and, to the surprise of all the 
Desmonds, made her appearance at the Castle 
accompanied by a favourite aunt as chaperon. 
Her ladyship had been more estranged than 
ever lately, and her presence was not only a 
matter of surprise, but of conjecture. Perhaps 
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the .former feeling made Lynmore lose lii» 
presence of mind when he first met her 
that evening, for certain it is, that as Lady 
Ada and her relative were turning fi:om a 
laurel path, and came suddenly before him, 
the all-accompKshed gentleman was wanting^ 
in politeness, for he did not even raise his 
hat as he hurried past them. Her ladyship's 
agitation was equal to his own, nor did it 
escape his eager notice, although he looked 
at her companion with a longer glance than 
he had bestowed on the object of his love. 
Dignity and pride were both disarmed on the 
moment, for Lady Ada blushed as red as any 
dairy-maid, and Lynmore hurried by as 
awkwardly as any ploughboy could have 
done. 

In this flurry of spirits he came across 
Miss Sarsfield, and, heedless of what he did 
or said, he reproved her for resuming a dress 
so ill suited to his- betrothed bride ; but the 
poor girl, qmetly pointing out into the 
distance, silenced him at once. 

^^My heart is buried there," she said, 
^^ there, in the old cemetery, with Walter. I 
have done my best to forget, but it is useless, 
and I should be doing you a deep injustice, 
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Lynmore, if I did not tell you so before it is 
too late. Besides, I have watched you closely, 
and know that you are deceiving yourself in 
imagining you care for me, — at least, in the 
light we now stand to each other : even now 
your eyes are following that white figure in 
the midst of the merriment yonder. Trifle no 
longer with your happiness, if even for my 
sake, who can never be other than what I 
am now, — a sad repining girl — fa§t becoming 
sour and ill tempered by disappointment." 

Lynmore was silent, though not astonished, 
,for he had expected something of this kind 
lately. It would be hard to define his feelings ; 
whether sympathy for the true-hearted woman 
beside him was stronger than the passionate 
hope of winning even yet the one being he 
had so long loved, he himself could scarcely 
tell. 

'' If your heart was cool towards her,'' she 
continued, '' it was through pique or wounded 
pride ; the old love has come back, or rather 
it never left you ; listen to its pleadings, and 
make her, not me, your wife.". 

'^ No, Milly, that can never be. If you 
can trust . me, I will make you a - more 
thoughtful husband than you fancy ; your 
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very truth towards my dead brother enhances 
your nobleness in my mind, — it can never be 
a cause of jealousy between us." 

'^ I know you too well to think otherwise 
than what you say; but if you knew the 
fierce battles I have had with myself to keep 
down my vain regrets, you would pity me 
far more than you do now. One thing only 
could partially restore my peace of mind, 
and that is, to be released from my engage- 
ment. Take back the pledge of our cold 
betrothal, this ring. Now you are my brother 
— ah ! the best and dearest brother that ever 
a sister had. Is it not so, Lynmore ? Tell me 
you set me free, and I will bless you." 

'' I will not, Milly ; you are speaking thus 
unwisely because you are labouring under a 
most egregious mistake. But I will hear no 
more upon the subject. If you marry me and 
come abroad, far from these too familiar 
scenes, you will yet be happy — yes, Milly, 
happy as my wife ; for I who respect you so 
highly can give you the worship of a man's 
heart now, when the last remnant of an 
almost boyish passion has vanished from it 
for ever. Take back the ring; you must 
wear it still for me." 
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" You are too generous to insist on this, 
when you know it but increases my misery, 
and that I cannot love you — no more than 
you can love me. You know," she added, 
almost angrily, '' you know that Dorina 
and I are fast Mends." 

"What of that?" 

" You remember the day we were all seated 
imder that chestnut tree over fhere? A 
week after that day I imburdened my heart 
fully and entirely to Tier. I told her how 
my engagement to you fretted and galled me 
beyond endurance ; how I loved you tenderly, 
but only as a brother; how I knew your 
passion for another was still as fresh as 
ever — " 

" Milly, you dare not — ^pardon my rude- 
ness, but I think you had no right to parade 
my feelings to any one, even if you guessed 
the truth, which you did not." 

"Listen a moment longer. Dorina told 
me then, that despite whatever caused the 
breach between you and Moila, she believes 
her sister is as true to you as ever. By that 
she means, of course, that she loves you still." 

" Loves me still ? what are you dreaming 
about?" 
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'^ I must convince you of her truth. Ah I 
leave a woman who once has loved to read 
the heart of another who has loved as well. 
Meet me here in half-an-hour, and I will prove 
what I assert ; in the mean time, take this 
ring. No, on second thoughts, I shall keep 
it as a bond of affection between us, although 
our engagement is at an end. Remember, it 
is for botlf our happiness ; thus, Lynmore, 
we are free." 

Without fiirther parley, she left the half- 
bewildered young man to his own medita- 
tions, to a misty idea that an icicle had 
melted off his heart somehow, and that it 
was again beginning to glow with a strange 
fire, which should ignite all the old passionate 
transports in his being once more. He was 
free to try again to win her whom he had so 
fondly loved, — free from that cold betrothal 
which had lately been so irksome to him, 
and which he had indeed entered into 
through wounded pride and pique, — free ! It 
was a glorious and a happy thought. 

But Lynmore asked himself what was the 
meaning of all this about Moila — Moila, 
who had been the one sharer of his secrets, his 
confidant, his sister and his friend, could he- 
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tave done that gentle being so great an 
injury as to have won her heart unwittingly? 
Surely her candid friendship for him, her 
readiness to forward any scheme for a clan- 
destine meeting between another and him- 
self was sufficient proof to the contrary. But 
then he remembered that Moila had lately 
avoided him, had treated him with a cold- 
ness and reserve which he secretly rebelled 
against. He now began to suspect he had 
acted unfairly towards her in allowing him- 
self to consult her in his many difficulties, for 
that she had some motive for thus avoiding 
him he could not doubt. Could it be possible 
that she had really loved Charles Rochfort 
all this time, and that she blamed his own 
attention for keeping him at bay? Surely 
this was one solution to her changed manner ; 
for when Miss Sarsfield and Dorina had mis- 
taken those attentions, why should not a 
jealous lover do sp likewise? 

And through all she had been faithful to 
him, — never even hinted to her sister that 
he, Lynmore Desmond, loved Lady Ada 
Grayston, and that her proud parents 
frowned upon his suit because he was not 
the heir of Castlethomond, — never hinted at 
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the rupture which had taken place between 
Lord Grayston and himself on the eve of 
his going abroad after Walter's death ; and 
that it was because he had given up all hope 
of Lady Ada as his wife that he had after- 
wards engaged himself to Mildred Sarsfield^ 
as she had herself rightly said, through 
wounded pride and pique. All this and much 
more did Moila know, and she had been 
secret as the grave. Surely never man 
possessed so true a friend. 

But how was Lady Ada present this even- 
ing? Lynmore pondered on that question 
more than on any other, and in the midst of 
his perplexity regarding it he saw Milly lead- 
ing Moila, whom she had taken captive, to- 
wards him. The farmer's daughter looked 
like a frightened fawn, and endeavoured to 
escape ; but seeing the folly of such a pro- 
ceeding, she advanced with dignity, though 
with ill-concealed annoyance. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



KELEASED. 



^' Miss Saesfield has insisted on taking me 
a prisoner to the lime-tree walk," explained 
Miss M'Dermott; '' and now that I am here, 
may I ask what it is for ?" 

'' She must answer that herself, Moila." 
But Milly had darted off like an arrow, with- 
out waiting to see the result of her stratagem. 
^' Although she has acted with the kindest 
motive," added Lynmore, ^'she has left me 
in an awkward position." 

^^ What motive?" 

'' She thought for some time past that you 
and I were wrapped up in the mysteries of a 
lovers' quarrel." 

'' And brought me here to make it up. How 
provoking that every one should be making 
such an absurd mistake. Dear me, I did not 



176 THE SECBET OF TWO HOUSES. 

mean to say that ; nevertheless, it is pro- 
voking. One thing is certain, she has spoiled 
my game of croquet." 

^' She has done much more than that, she 
has opened my eyes to my own selfishness. 
You do not ask me how, but you know all 
the same ; she is not the only person who has 
misconstrued our friendship ; your sister has 
done so too." The girl smiled bitterly, but 
did not interrupt him. " I have been much 
to blame, and I must mend matters now. 
Moila, I have been very hard on young 
Rochfort. — ^Ah ! you women, how your faces 
betray your hearts. That blush reveals some- 
thing which you should have told me as 
freely as I told all my secret feelings to 
you." 

^' Lady Ada is here. I should have let you 
know this before, but you were engaged 
with Miss Sarsfield." 

^^ I know she is here; we have seen each 
other, that is all, for she was not alone. I 
cannot imagine what to think about it." 

'' There can be only one construction put 
upon her presence, I think." 

^^ And that, Moila?" 

^' Her parents have relented." 
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'' Not at all, but because they have heard 
of my engagement, and believe that every- 
thing between Ada and myself must be at 
an end for ever. However, more of that by- 
and-by; it is of yourself I want to speak 
now, Moila. Had I known how matters stood 
with you and Mr. Rochfort, I would have 
taken him into my confidence along with 
you, rather than tliat any misunderstanding 
should have taken place in his mind regard- 
ing my frequent visits to Rosmary." 

'' There was never any matter standing 
between Mr. Rochfort and me.^' 

" He never said he loved you ?'^ 

^^ Never." 

Was it the vibration of Moila's voice, as 
she uttered that one word, which stirred 
the leaves behind her? They rustled loudly, 
certainly, though neither heard them. 

'^ But he does love you, he always did. 
I know that now. I understand his hasty 
manner towards me, and why it was he 
hated to see us together; yet the honest 
fellow never said a word about his sufferings, 
never told how he loved you : it was pride 
and jealousy that kept him silent, because 
he thouglit I stood in his way. He is 
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a splendid young fellow, refined and intel- 
lectual; and yet, Moila, it never came into 
my mind that you returned — " 

" No, no, I did not, indeed I did not." 

'' What did you not do ? Yes you did, and 
you do love him dearly. I see that now, and 
I must set you both right." 

'^ Not for the world. Oh! Lynmore, you 
often said you cared for me as a sister, and 
you would not put me under so great a 
humiliation as to offer my love to one who 
never sought it ? " 

The branches behind them were pushed 
hastily aside, and young Rochfort, bare- 
headed and excited, stood before them, 
trembling like a woman. He seemed in- 
capable of speech; but his fine features 
showed that his manly courage was held in 
thrall by love for the gentle girl he looked 
upon. 

^'I see you have heard what we were 
saying," said Lynmore, smiling, and heartily 
glad of being taken so opportunely out of his 
dilemma ; then, silently pressing Moila's hand, 
he struck into a by-path, and left the lovers 
to themselves. 

Miss M^Dermott said something very 
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demurely about retuming to her game of 
oroquet; but what the words were she had 
not the shadow of an idea, for Charley's arms 
encircled her ; his eyes looked into hers, 
and she saw there a fathomless depth of love. 
It had come to this at last : they understood one 
another. The past, with all its doubts and 
fears, vanished like a mist in the sunshine, 
and the bliss of a lifetime was compressed in 
that one moment of re-union. 

Roclifort was not a guest at the Castle, 
T)eing of a different grade and moving in a 
different sphere to the Desmonds; but he 
knew that Moila would be there, and he 
-could not deny himself the pleasure of seeing 
her even at a distance. Thus, when he 
entered moodily into the lime-tree walk, his 
attention was arrested, not only by her voice, 
but by the mention of his own name. Could 
he lose the opportunity he took advantage 
of? Ye gods, what man would? 

As Lynmore escaped through the trees, 
the first two people he encountered were 
Lady Ada and Miss Sarsfield. There had 
never been any great intimacy between those 
two girls. But now they seemed on the 
very best terms imaginable) for her ladyship 
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was leaning confidingly on Milly's arm, and 
they were in deep conversation when he came 
up. It was impossible to pass them now^ 
even if he wished. So, with his heart trying^ 
very hard to stop his utterance, he managed 
to say a few words of greeting to Ada. 
People in love say very ridiculous things to» 
each other, particularly in the presence of a 
third party. But Milly, wondering why he 
had left Moila so soon, took no notice of 
those ridiculous things, even when her lady- 
ship's face flushed, or Lynmore's eyes flashed 
at some light which telegraphed from hers. 
On the subject of her stratagem, however, 
Miss Sarsfield could keep silent no longer j 
and when the other lady stopped to pull a 
leaf off an ivy tree, in the old trick of spell- 
ing out her fortune within its thorns, she 
took the opportunity of whispering something 
to him, which made the rude young man 
burst into a hearty fit of laughter. 

" Moila is with her intended husband at 
this momei^t," he said, '' and is as happy as- 
you could wish her to be." 

^^ Her what?" 

' ' Her intended husband. Shall I expose 
you to Lady Ada ? " Her ladyship was all 
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curiosity, of course, and Milly's amazement 
amused Lynmore wonderfully. 

^^ I think I know what it is all about," said 
Ada. ^'Miss Sarsfield made the same mis- 
take that others have done ; but not being a 
wizard, or a witch rather, who could blame 
her?" The lovers' eyes met, and surely 
those eyes must have contained a world of 
meaning, for even Milly now began to get a 
glimmer of the truth. 

^' Moila is the best girl in the world," 
spoke out Ada, at last. ^' And if Mr. Des- 
mond was attentive to, or very fond of her — " 

" It was with the best of motives,'' broke 
in the young man, recklessly. ^^ In a word, 
Milly, Moila was the good angel who inter- 
ceded for him with the only one it has been 
his fate and his misfortune to woo in vain." 
. How her ladyship plucked at those poor 
leaves — ^not a fibre of them were left together. 
What had grade or position to say now ? 
Surely the farmer's daughter could not have 
stood more abashed or acted with less dignity 
than did her ladyship, particularly when 
Milly ran away with a nod, which said 
plainly, '^ I am not mistaken this time." 

They were alone — alone for the first time 
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during nearly a year, and yet they had not 
a word for each other. Their hearts were 
too fiill for utterance ; but their hands met 
in one gentle clasp, and parted again as^ 
timidly. They were not like the other two 
in the lime-tree walk, where all obstacles- 
were swept away from their path. Lynmore 
was not the heir, and Lady Ada was still 
severed from him for that. 

" You were surprised to see me, Lyn- 
more ? " she said, recovering her composure. 
" And when your mother's invitation came,. 
I had no hope myself of its being accepted. 
But my aunt insisted, and — and I am here.'' 

'^ Yes, you are here. But is not even this^ 
meeting saddened by the uncertainty of the 
future? Ah! Ada, what I suflfered since I 
saw you. What a fool I have been, running^ 
like a thirsty animal to every spring; but 
finding them all dry. You are the life of 
my hope — of my happiness. And still they 
keep us apart like strangers. I almost wish 
you had not come here to-day." 

'' After all my trouble in cajoling aunt ta 
bring me. But there, I will not speak 
lightly. One thing must satisfy you, and 
that is, that I will never marry if I do not 
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many Lynmore Desmond. I have always 
said it ; and, trust me, I do not mean to be 
an old maid — no, not even to be like that 
darling old lady, Miss Landford. But, Lyn- 
more, even with my aunt's assistance, I could 
not have been here, only for your reported 
engagement to Miss Sarsfield, — a word of 
which I did not believe until she told me all 
about it herself. I understand it all perfectly, 
and am not jealous ; for who, after her ex- 
planation, could be so? Let us make our 
appearance now at the croquet, and I shall 
introduce you to my aunt. Lady Perrin, 
who, although a most lenient chaperon, 
would have an objection to our tSte-d- 
Utey 

'^We have not been alone five minutes, 
and I have so much to say." 

" You can say it all when we are married. 
Do not look so perplexed; for did I not 
tell you that I never meant to be an old 
maid, and that I would be no one's wife but 
yours ?" 

'^ Then let me run away with you. I see 
no other chance." 

^^ Elope ! I wonder could I trust you ? 
Who knows but you might regret, and send 
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me back to my papa before a month was 
over?". 

" Ada, you are as provoking as ever. But 
you have thought of this before — I mean 
before this moment? Darling, are you 
making up yoiu: mind to let me run away 
with you ? " 

'' I am. I cannot endure the parental 
circumspection which separates us; and I 
think, if you were very persuasive, I might 
promise to elope some time." 

''When, dearest, — when?" 

" In three months if they do not consent 
to a public wedding before it." 

"Three months! That is an eternity! 
Say to-night, to-morrow, or now this 
instant ! " 

' ' What an impatient tyrant you are ! I 
do believe you will not let me have my own 
way when we are married, no more than I 
have it at present." 

" You are keeping me in cruel suspense ! " 

" I said three months, and I always keep 
my word. Mark the date in yom^ pocket- 
book now, and claim me then." 

" Will nothing prevail on you for a nearer 
date?" 
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Lady Ada's manner changed, and now the 
iears stood like drops of dew in the sweet 
violet eyes. '^ Ah, Lynmore," she said, 
^' for your sake I have promised to do that 
which will be very hard upon me — to leave 
my parents. I am their only child ; and 
when I become your wife, their hearts 
will be very lonely without me. However, 
in three months I will give myself to you, 
for better or for worse. So now rest 
satisfied." 

Ljmmore marked the date in his pocket- 
book, and her ladyship laughingly signed her 
name after it. Then they returned to the 
croquet; but the game was broken up, and 
every one was adjourning to the house for 
tea. So, with that cunning which usually 
characterizes lovers placed in their position. 
Lady Ada and Lynmore seemed no more 
to each other than polite acquaintances, he 
taking no more notice of her than common 
courtesy permitted, and she flirting despe- 
rately with an enamoured old beau. Thus 
for years they had hoodwinked and blind- 
folded their nearest friends. 

At the tea-table Miss Landford was in her 
'element, and flitted about like a genial fairy. 
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She had a smile or a word for every one, and 
if she missed one or two people from the 
merry board, she prudently said nothings 
about it. Only one thing she made sure of,, 
which was, that ErroU was present; and 
though he was still devoted to Miss Setmore, 
she was satisfied as long as she could keep 
guard upon him. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



ESTRANGED. 



When tlie little lady could make herself 
no longer useful at the tea-table, she took a 
seat beside Mrs. Desmond, who seemed very- 
tired. 

^ ' Look at my fan,'' she said. * ^ It is a curioua 
old Indian affair, and people will think we 
are talking about it. Now, tell me who that 
girl is who has engrossed Erroll's attention 
all the evening." 

^* She is a young heiress, whom he met 
abroad." 

'' And had a flying flirtation with, I '11 be 
boimd. She is a simpering goose, and he is^ 
still an unprincipled young scamp I fear. 
My sympathy for him is oozing out at my 
finger-ends, and if he does not soon come to- 
his recollection, it will evaporate altogether. 
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But Lynmore — ^there is a noble fellow, and 
no flaw in the jewel, my dear. Would it 
please you to hear that Milly has given him 
up to Moila ? I was a witness by chance to 
a refreshing little scene which took place an 
hour or so ago in the lime-tree walk.'' 

^'Can it be possible?" asked the invali4, 
eagerly. '^ I thought there was some motive 
in the poor girl resuming her mourning. Do 
you know this for a fact ? " 

^^ Would it please you if I did ? " 
'^Yes, although I had once hoped that 
Lady Ada would have been Lynmore's wife, 
Moila would be welcome as such to me. Even 
the greatest stranger, though she came from 
the dregs of the earth, as people say, would 
be more welcome than Mildred Sarsfield." 
'^ How you hate that innocent girl ! " 
'^ I do not, far from it. No one could know 
her and not love her. But the memory of* 
the dead will always rise between her and 
me. You know well that this marriage was 
quite as repugnant to me as Walter's was, 
and you cannot blame me if I would be 
thankful to have it broken off." 

'' Then be thankful, for when next you see 
the honest farmer's da,ughter, I do believe it 
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will be as your son's betrothed bride. I saw 
Milly place her hand in his with a meaning- 
not to be mistaken, and run away after she 
had done so, I following her, of course. It 
was a well-acted charade, and the word was 
* Marriage.' Before that event takes place, 
however, we must settle Lynmore's aflfairs 
without further compunction, and without 
more delay. Your dread of ErroU must be 
got over, now or never, my dear." 

But that dread did not look as if it could 
be easily got over just then, for Mrs. Desmond 
shivered at the thought. She was evidently 
as weak in mind as she was in body. 

'^ I think the hand of Providence has some- 
thing to do with Lynmore's love for this 
dove-eyed girl," continued Miss Landford, 
adroitly. ' ' It goes far to soothe many diffi- 
culties. Do you sec how ? Dorina's attach- 
ment to her sister will take away the sting 
of what she soon must learn. And she has^ 
wondei-fiil influence over her husband. But 
I shall leave you now, for the .eyes of every 
one are on us." 

The little maiden flounced gaily to another 
corner of the room, and, tapping ErroU's 
shoulder with her fan, asked to be intro- 
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duced to his companioiij — a courtesy which 
the young man seemed inclined to resent 
with rudeness. However, he went through 
the ceremony, and Miss Landford quietly 
drew a chair between them. 

**Did you enjoy the croquet, my dear?" she 
asked, — to which the young lady replied in a 
short-toned negative. ^^ Perhaps you take 
no interest in it," she continued. ^^But be 
cautious, or you will smash all those beau- 
tiful flowers, whirling them about like that. 
Bouquets are precious articles, and yours of 
hothouse plants is quite delightful. Fond 
of flowers, my dear ? Yes, of course you are. 
Every one is fond of flowers. They are the 
smiles of Nature — they gladden our hearts 
as much as they brighten the earth — ^they 
remind us of youth, beauty, and everything 
else that is pure and innocent. Poetical of me, 
is it not ? Fond of poetry, my dear ? No. 
Oh ! what a heathen creed. I am. I adore 
poetry. I could repeat pages and pages for 
you by heart. Shall I do so? — something 
from Shakespeare, — ^ The Black Bat Night' — " 

"Oh! pray, madam, spare me. I do so 
hate poetry," exclaimed the distracted Miss 
Setmore. 
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^^ And children also, I '11 be bound. But I 
love them. They are the little human buds 
which bloom around our hearths. No ! buds 
don't grow on hearthstones — that is clear. 
But children, the little curly-headed darlings, 
with their dirty faces and dewy mouths, 
which, to my thinking, always look best 
when well besmeared with sugar-plums — " 

Erroll groaned, 

"What is the matter, young man? Did 
I not say dewy mouths and sugar-plums? 
There is nothing oflfensive in either. I might 
have spoken in broader terms, considering 
the pictures ifrom nature which the future 
may present you with." 

Desmond left his seat in despair, and did 
not see the look of triumph which the victo- 
rious lady sent after him. She was deter- 
mined to stay at her post, and keep the 
enemy at bay for the rest of the evening. 
So the young gentleman took refuge beside 
his wife, who, too proud to deviate from her 
usual manner, frustrated his design of annoy- 
ing her. 

"A very pleasant party," he said, sarcas- 
tically, as he pointed towards Miss Landford. 

"Yes. The croquet was carried on with 
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spirit, and they all seem to be enjoying^ 
themselves even now," answered Dorina, 
affecting to take his words literally. 

^' You know very well what I mean — that 
horrid old party over there — that dreadful 
old maid, who is an essentially vulgar-minded 
person ; and I wonder how my mother can 
tolerate her." 

''You cannot mean Miss Landford, than 
whom there is not a more genuine character 
in existence." 

'' Genuine in its nothingness, I grant." 

'' No, in its nobleness." 

'' For Heaven's sake do not imbibe any of 
its nobleness, then. It would be worse than 
Rosmary Farm." 

'' What do you mean ?" 

''Nothing, only I hate any and every 
thing that is tinged with vulgarity. Bluo 
blood is sure to assert itself, illegitimate 
or purse-proud gentility is unbearable. That 
little creature never could have been born 
a lady, no more than — " He left his sen- 
tence unfinished; for even he, aristocrat as 
he was, could see no flaw in her who sat 
beside him. 

" No more than I was, that is what you 
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were going to say," supplied Dorina. ^^ But 
remember, ErroU, that wlien you reflect 
upon your wife, you reflect upon yourself 
also. Those are the first bitter words which 
have ever passed between us, Heaven grant 
that they may be the last." 

" Amen. But one thing I must tell you 
now, and it has been rankling in my brain 
for some time — " He stopped abruptly, and 
she gazed wistfully at him. Then he added, 
^'It is, that when next you go to see your 
family, either go on foot, or leave the carriage 
at some distance from the house. A crested 
vehicle at a farmer's door is an object of 
wonder to more than the gaping villagers." 

Smothering down the pain that gnawed 
madly at her heart, she answered, in a voice 
that had no ring of misery in it, — 

''Very well, Erroll, you shall be 
obeyed." 

Later in the evening, a . general rising 
among her guests warned Mrs. Desmond 
that they were about to depart. Then 
Miss Landford made herself busy with the 
mufflings, even insisting on wrapping Miss 
Setmore's shawl more closely round her than 
Erroll had done; and as she did so, con- 

VOL. II. o 
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trived to whisper something in her ear, that 
warned her of a certain precipice on whose 
brink she was tottering even now. 

Glad to be alone, Dorina sought her 
dressing-room after the last carriage had 
driven from the door. It was past midnight, 
and she disrobed herself of her silks and 
jewels with a weary sigh, thinking of the 
time when such finery would have delighted 
her, and vaguely feeling that the life which 
had looked so fair that morning was now 
overclouded, sad, and lonely. The more 
she thought, the more wretched she became ; 
and, like many a wiser woman, learned at 
last that thinking was a habit which, how- 
ever good it may be morally, is generally 
not good physically, and that it did not 
improve her peace of mind. The last jewel 
was put away in the case, when a light tap 
came to the door. Her heart bounded at the 
soimd, for she hoped it was her husband. 
But the hope was dispelled by the girlish 
voice that whispered through the key- 
hole, — 

'' If Erroll is not with you, may I come in ? " 
Dorina stooped her head over the jewels 
as Moila entered. 
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" My dearest dear, did you not miss" me ?" 
asked Miss M'Dermott. 

^^No," said Dorina. ^'Were you not at 
tea?" 

'' Yes, came in for a cold cup. Oh, Dorah, 
Dorah, darling, I feel as if my heart must 
break with its own happiness ! '^ 

In an instant Dorina divined what that 
happiness was. Then Moila poured out the 
great joy of her soul on that sympathizing 
bosom, which was gladdened by it, even in its 
own sorrow. But her congratulations were 
not given with her usual warmth, and for 
the last time Moila's doubts and fears were 
renewed. What made Dorina look so un- 
happy ? Did she still care for Lynmore as 
she ought not to care for him, or was it 
come to this so soon — ^was Dorina's affec- 
tion estranged from her, that she took so 
little interest in the one great event of her 
sister's life ? She surveyed her more closely, 
then another and a greater fear took pos- 
session of her. She had noticed ErroU'iS 
devotion to Miss Setmore before that memor- 
able moment in which Mildred had inter- 
rupted her game of croquet. Had a cloud 
come between the husband and wife ? Yes, 



196 THE SECBET OF TWO HOUSES. 

she believed so, and that cloud sent its 
shadows over the light of her own hap- 
piness. 

" Shall I say good-night, dear? I suppose- 
ErroU will soon be here ?'^ 

^^No fear; let us open the window, and 
look out at the night. It is so beautiful. 

"No, you are too weary for that. Oh, 
Dorah!" 

Moila's exclamation was caused by her 
sister starting from her chair, and standing- 
half-way in the room, in eager expectation. 

" It is his footstep, — he is coming. Thank 
Heaven it is ended ! " murmured the yoimg^ 
wife, gladly. 

The girl looked at her in wonder, then in 
admiration, as she stood with her lips parted, 
her eyes glowing, and her hair fallen loosely 
over her bare shoulders. Then the colour 
faded from her cheeks, the light died out 
of her eyes, and she murmured plaintively, 
" He is gone, he has entered his own room 
without a word." 

" Has Erroll dared to treat you thus 
coldly ?" asked the indignant Moila. 

"No, I vexed him; he has never been 
cold, — never," retorted the loyal wife. 
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^^ Then you should go and ask him to make 
it up, as the children do. Put on this shawl, 
and I will wait until you bring him here, 
for I must have his congratulations also before 
I can sleep to-night." 

Dorina allowed her sister to wrap the 
shawl about her. * Then she went a few 
paces forward, but at the door she turned 
back, and, flinging it aside, pulled her hair 
over her. face, and muttered, ''No, no, I 
cannot." 

It was a wild and child-like action this 
making a curtain of her hair. But it saved 
her from too close a scrutiny, for by the 
time the tangled mass was re-arranged, the 
young face was beautiful and serene as 
ever. 

"I declare, Moila," she said, ''I wonder 
you do not lecture me for this return of my old 
wilfulness. Matrimonial quarrels, my dear, 
are just the same as lovers' quarrels, they 
are safe to be the renewal of love, so lot 
Erroll come to me. Now help me to open 
ihe window. There, is not that a lovely 
night ? Look at those bright stars jewelling 
the heavens, the tranquil beauty of thd lawn, 
the little river winding like a silver snake 
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tlu'ough tho groen fields, and Clonshavaley 
dottr ol(J Cloiiahavale, peeping so coyly over 
tlio trees." 

'* Stop," interrupted Moila, in a low voice. 
** Do you not see something moving near 
that urn?" 

M Yes, a man, I. declare. I wish he would 
not keep so close in tho sliadows." 

^^llo is coining into tho clear light now* 
It is Mr. Seaward. What can he want here, 
ajul at such an hour, too ? " Dorina, remem- 
biM'iujir the meeting between Mrs. Desmond 
mul this stnmge individual in the shrubbery, 
held her peace. ^' H\ish, did you not hear 
the window opening under this? Look, 
then^ is Seaward hurrj-ing forward." The 
listers held their breath iis Mi^ Landford's 
wniH^ brvJce sluirjily on the night's stillness. 

** Mr. Sea\nud/' it said* ** there is no use 
in wur w^Uking about there, like a bewitched 
sentinel. IVmorraw, if vou wish to witness 
ai\ act of justice, you can do so. but for 
twni^t it is better for you to go home and 

"" Xot xuxtil I have seen Lucy/* he replied. 
*^ And as to the act of justice, as you call it. 
I ^jiudl fof^itstall vou in that vet. P^icrastina- 
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tion is the thief of time, and you have delayed 
so long already, that I shall be compelled to 
come forward myself." There was a sudden 
bang, and the listeners knew that Miss Land- 
ford had shut down the window in Seaward's 
face. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



A GUEST TOO MANY. 



If the act of justice took place which Miss 
Landford had spoken to Mr. Seaward about, 
Dorina was not the wiser of it, for nothing 
seemed to occur on the following day except 
a nervous attack to Mrs. Desmond, who be- 
came so prostrated by it as to cause fears for 
her life. The next event that marked itself 
on her mind was the morning of Lady Frank- 
fort's f^te, from which she knew that Erroll 
would not absent himself, particularly as the 
invalid had rallied considerably the night 
before. Miss Landford insisted not only on 
Dorina accompanying her husband, but on 
chaperoning the young people herself; and 
the day would have been one of mortification 
to the slighted wife, were it not for the 
wonderful tact of this eccentric little maiden, 
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for ErroU's attention to Miss Setmore could 
scarcely have failed to draw upon him "the 
<3ensure of every right-minded person present. 

The fSte was succeeded a few days after 
by a dinner-party at Clonshavale, to which, 
although Miss Setmore had not been invited, 
Dorina repaired with a sadder heart than she 
had ever borne to those old walls before. No 
explanation or renewal of love had taken 
place between her husband and herself; but 
now as the carriage drove up the avenue, she 
felt that she could bear the estrangement no 
longer. 

^' ErroU," she said, '^ how many more ages 
are you and I to live as strangers ?" 

^^ I suppose for ever. It was a piece of my 
old vagabondism which caused it. So let it 
be. Why on earth did not our stupid old 
Puritan ask Miss Setmore here to-day ? " 

'' Sir Capel Sarsfield has the right of 
choosing his own guests. Ah! Erroll, why 
should that girl thrust herself so ruthlessly 
between us ? " 

'' No sentiment, for mercy sake; I cannot . 
stand it. You do not know my nature, it 
has something of the sportsman's spirit in it : 
it loves to follow and pursue as long as it is 
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kept at bay and trouble given ; but once the 
spoil is run to earth, it is worthless. I loved 
you as long as you repelled me ; but now — 
Well, we will say no more about that at 
present, for here we are at the door." 

The carriage stopped, and Dorina, scarcely 
able to restrain her agony, returned the 
baronet's greeting with as much of her habi- 
tual sprightliness as it was possible for her 
to assume. The dinner passed as all such 
dinners do : the ladies retired to the drawing- 
room, as usual ; and, as usual, the gentlemen 
joined them. The old monotony was unbear- 
able to Dorina, who escaped to the library 
for quietude. 

The vast room was lighted only by an 
alabaster lamp, which but faintly illuminated 
the volumes of our old authors ; but even its 
mellow beams were hurtful to Dorina's eyes, 
for her head ached terribly, and she threw 
herself upon a sofa in the shadow of the fire- 
place. 

Scarcely had she done so when the door 
opened and some one entered — a tall man, 
who wore his hat far down over his forehead. 
There was no mistaking that figure as it moved 
gracefully across to the table, and, sinking 
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into a chair, right in the glare of the lamp- 
light, threw off the hat with an impatient 
gesture. 

Dorina almost uttered an exclamation when 
she saw Mr. Seaward there, so great was 
her astonishment and agitation ; for she felt 
that the time was coming when she should 
learn what mysterious tie had boimd this 
man, not only to Clonshavale, but to the 
Castle. 

She looked at him as though she would 
penetrate into the depth of his soul; she 
studied his feattires and taxed her memory 
to find out whose they resembled — some one's, 
yet no one's, for she could fix no face in any 
tangible form that a single expression bore 
the impress of. She watched his movements, 
and listened to his sighs as though they 
would reveal something to her ; but it was 
all in vain, — either it was too abstruse, or 
there was nothing to be revealed, for she was^ 
utterly baffled. Again the door opened, and 
Sir Capel, who had come in search of a book, 
for one of his guests, drew back startled as 
he saw the figure at the table. Mr. Seaward 
rose and held out his hand. For a moment 
only the other hesitated ; then hand grasped. 
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hand, and those who had not met for years 
49tood face to face once more. 

" Brother," murmured Sir Capel, then his 
voice broke down. 

" r could keep away no longer," said Sea- 
ward. " My life was a burden to me, and 
the desire to see you and my children was 
stronger than myself." 

^^ It is two-and-twenty years since you and 
I parted on this spot. What a time ; and yet 
I, who have led such a quiet life here, am 
much more changed than you are, William, 
who have knocked about so much." 

^'WilKam. Ah! that old familiar name 
again. I was never so called since you called 
it to me last. I took my mother's. You know 
it was my second Christian name, and I had 
a right to do so. Yes, you are changed. God 
forgive me for it ; but for me you would not 
be the old man you are now. There are not 
more than twelve months between our ages, 
and yet twelve years seem now to gape 
between them. Oh! I have always been a 
scape-grace, brother; you were always the 
kindest." 

That instant memory, like a magic-lantern, 
reflected three pictures on the baronet's mind. 
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The first was, two little boys — one staid 
beyond his years, yet entering into the baby 
games of the. other in the self-taught lesson 
of self-sacrifice. Next, two students, the elder 
working out for himself the renown of honour 
and respect fi'om his fellow-men, the younger 
neglecting everything but dissipation and 
pleasure. Then came the final test of both 
natures — two young men launched fully on 
the sea of life : one with his hopes all fixed 
on one fair object, the other buffeting about 
on the waves of passion — never at rest, and 
only caring to bhght those hopes because it 
proved his power. 

Yet even this the baronet forgave as ho 
wrung his brother's hand after the lapse of 
those long years, — forgave him who had 
brought disgrace upon his name, who had 
robbed him of his promised wife, who had 
destroyed the truth and innocence of one of 
the most beautiful of beautiful women, and 
sent her broken-hearted to an early grave ; — 
forgave him though the stigma of shame could 
never be cleansed fi^om off his Kfe, and 
welcomed liim back to Clonshavale, as the 
prodigal of old was welcomed by his father. 

" I must prepare Mildred for this meeting,"' 
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he said next, and for that purpose he left the 
room. But as the most trivial convention- 
alities of life are often attended to in our most 
serious moments, he turned back and pro- 
cured the book he had come for. 

Then Dorina had a struggle with herself. 
Was it not dishonourable and mean of her to 
remain longer in her hiding-place ? But how 
was she to escape without attracting the notice 
of Mr. Seaward ? She had learned that he was 
the baronet's brother, and she cared to learn 
no more. Dim thoughts were floating through 
her brain regarding him, but now that he 
belonged to Sir Capel he was sacred to her. 

She rose cautiously, Seaward's elbows were 
on the table, and his head was buried in his 
hands ; but as she rose he looked up, for just 
then Milly entered. 

"Pardon me," said Miss Sarsfield, about 
to withdraw again ; "I thought Mrs. Des- 
mond might have been here." 

Seaward did not seem to hear her, for, rush- 
ing forward, he caught her in his arms, and 
before the terrified girl could scream for assist- 
ance, he kissed her heartily. Then Dorina 
took the opportunity of escaping. 

In the corridor she ran against Sir Capel, 
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i\rho had failed in finding his niece, and who 
was hurrying back to the library, for the pur- 
pose of bidding his brother retire to another 
apartment until he had explained matters to 
her. 

'' Oh, sir," ejaculated Dorina, ^' Miss Sars- 
field is so alarmed, — ^pray hasten to her." 

'' Then they have met," he replied. '' But 
return with me, Dorina, for there is a crisis 
coming in your fate which I would prepare 
you for." 

Without the faintest glimmering of what 
that crisis was, Dorina obeyed; and when 
they re-entered the library, Milly was stand- 
ing before Mr. Seaward in all the dignity of 
offended modesty. 

^^ How dare you, sir," she said; ''how 
dare you, Mr. Seaward, come into any per- 
son's house to offer such an impertinence as 
this ? " 

Seaward's answer was cut short by the 
baronet, who, placing his arm protectingly 
round his niece, for she had flown to him, 
said, — 

''Milly, my child, Mr. Seaward is an old 
acquaintance of mine." 

" Then he is welcome to me." 
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'^ Ho is more than an acquaintance, he is a 
dear old friend." 

" Then he is doubly welcome." 

" Milly, he is my brother." 

" Father, forgive me," she said, extending' 
her hands, as she took one step forward. 

^^ It is I who should ask that, my dear," 
returned Seaward, grasping her hands and 
kissing them. 

" No, forgive my ill reception of you." 

" You arc not to blame, for you could hardly 
recollect me. Let me see, how old were you 
when last I saw you ? A little over six years, 
a bright, curly-headed child, and now a beau- 
tiful young woman. But you never missed 
me — never missed your mother either, for 
your uncle was everything to you." 

^^Yes, my uncle was everything to me,'' 
she replied, returning to the baronet's side, 
and feeling strangely repelled by Seaward. 
Now that she knew he was licr father, young 
as she was when lie had left her, she remem- 
bered something of him , — remembered a 
corpse to which she had clung in frantic grief, 
and called it mother, — ^remembered the harsh 
words and the unkind neglect which people 
said had broken that gentle heart and crushed 
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that loving spirit, — and she remembered a 
strange man coming to the funeral and 
taking her away with him to Clonshavale, 
where she had lived ever since, sheltered by 
his love and care. She knew her father went 
abroad after that, but in her childish happi- 
ness she forgot to care or think more of 
him. 

Dorina had returned to her old place on 
the sofa, waiting to be brought into notice. 
She believed that any little mystery which 
had attached itself to Seaward was now made 
clear; that Milly's mother was the woman 
who had betrayed the love and confidence of 
the baronet, who, even as his betrothed wife, 
liad listened to the fleeting passion of his 
unprincipled brother. She believed that 
Milly was the child of shame ; and, as Sea- 
ward had mentioned another child, or rather 
liad spoken of his children, she thought that 
there was either a brother or sister of whom 
Miss Sarsfield knew nothing. What more Sir 
Capel wanted to reveal, or how any know- 
lodge of this kind could prepare her for a 
crisis in her own fate, Dorina never con- 
sidered, — self was lost in the interest she felt 
in what was passing before her. . 

VOL. II. p ^ 
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"It is no wonder your uncle should be 
more to you than I ever expect to be," said 
Seaward. " And in justice to him I can but 
say that you shall never be able to compre- 
hend how much you owe him. Ah ! Milly, 
your father was a vagabond from the hour of 
his birth; he never did a single good turn 
in all his life. He even went so far as 
to commit a crime for which he would 
have been transported, but for that very 
imcle — " 

" For Heaven's sake, William," interrupted 
Sir Capel, "what are you talking about? 
What is the use of dragging to light that 
which has been so carefully screened from 
her eyes ? I will have no more of this. Do 
you know Dorina ?" 

" Yes, of course, I do," he replied, as she 
advanced. " Of course I know Erroll's wife. 
How do you do, my dear ? I suppose your 
husband is here also ?" His easy transit of 
manner fr'om grave to gay surprised Dorina 
as much as the half-mocking way in which 
he afterwards accepted the hospitality of 
Olonsliavalc shocked and disgusted her. 
These feelings were much increased when, 
as lie was following his daughter from the 
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room, he turned Kghtly to her again, and 
said, sotto voce^ — " To-morrow, or the next 
day, my dear, we shall know each other 
better. I said I would forestall Lucy Des- 
mond, and I intend to do so. Good-night, 
Dorina." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



THREE o'clock IN THE MORNING. 



^' You know that Mildred's father left Ire- 
land in disgrace, but you never knew in what 
that disgrace consisted. As you are now about 
to make his daughter your wife, I think it 
my duty to tell you." Those were Sir Capel's 
words to Walter Desmond on the night he 
came to ask for Miss Sarsfield's hand. But the 
lover would not listen, and died in ignorance 
of the evil doings of his intended father- 
in-law. 

Those words rang strangely in the baro- 
net's memory as he sat alone in his bed-room, 
after seeing his brother provided with suit- 
able accommodation. He was wearied with 
the excitement of the meeting, and with the 
contending feelings which that meeting could 
not fail to awaken; so he sat in his arm-chair 
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and looked back over his past life, until his 
white head was bowed in his hands, and his 
whole frame trembled with emotion. He 
had assured Walter, in that same memorable 
interview, that Milly's father was neither a 
murderer nor a forger ; but he was as bad 
as either in his eyes, if not in the eyes of the 
law; for he was a robber, and would have 
entered the felon's dock but for the man he 
had most injured. Thinking of those things 
now, Sarsfield did not hear a gentle tap at 
the door, nor see Milly until she knelt before 
him, and gently took his hands from his face. 
He did not seem surprised to see her there ; 
he only drew her towards him, and kissed 
her fondly. ^^ I want you to tell me all about 
that — ^that man," she said, shuddering. 

" You must call him father, and you must 
learn to love him, too," half chided her uncle. 

'' I fear I never can do that; but if it pleases 
you, I will try. Now, sir, tell me what 
brings him here; surely it is for no good." 

^ ^ His coming is like the working out of 
fate ; but you will learn all that in a day or 
two. Take this stool, my own darling ; that 
will do. I shall tell you now what nearly 
concerns yourself." 
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She made herself comfortable, as directed ; 
then, with her arm laid caressingly over hm 
knee, she said, — ^^ I do not want to hear any- 
thing about myself. I know enough already. 
Tell me something of Mr. Seaward's, or rather 
of Mr. Sarsfield's antecedents. Where did he 
meet my mother first." 

" In England." 

*^ How long ago?'' 

" Twenty-one years." 

'^ Then I was bom the year after their 
marriage, and I was six years old when you 
brought me to Clonshavale. Did you ever 
see my mother before she was married, 
sir?" 

" No, I never saw her until I saw her a 
corpse. My brother wrote after her death 
for money, and I replied to him in person." 

" How like you. Now you must tell me 
what Mr. Seaward meant when he said he 
committed a crime for which he would have 
been transported but for you." 

*^ I would rather not speak of that ; it is a 
subject which involves so many other subjects 
with it. Besides, it could do no good for you 
to hear it." 

" Nor any harm either, for since I know 
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he did- that something, I might as well know 
what it was ? Manslaughter, perhaps ? " 

" No, no ; but it is so long ago I would 
rather let it rest." 

'^ How long ago ?" 

" Since before you were born, child." 

^^ Twelve months before it ?'' 

" Longer still. Months and months before 
he ever saw your mother's face." 

^' Did it occur in London ? No ! Then here, 
at Clonshavale." 

^^ Not at all ; he left this a month before it 
occurred." 

^' Then it was in Dublin." 

" You are pushing this very far, Milly. I 
see you are determined to know what is most 
painful for me to tell you." 

^^ Have I not a right to be gratified, 
sir?" 

^^ Not the slightest. But as I never could 
deny you anything you once set your mind 
upon, I do not intend to begin now. It can 
be told in a very few words, and yet I know 
not how to speak them." 

" He had left Clonshavale about a month, 
when — " 

" When he was a prisoner in Dublin, 
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accused of the robbery of four thousand 
pounds." 

^^Good gracious! what a wretch ! A pri- 
soner ?" 

^^ Yes, a private prisoner, for the law had 
nothing to do with it. The person from whom 
the money was taken was an old friend of mine." 

^^ My goodness ; perhaps it was Miss Land- 
ford, you seem so fond of her now?" 

^^ No. I never saw Miss Landford until I 
saw her lately at the Castle. The friend I 
speak of was a college chum, to whom my 
brother had gone on a visit, for we continued 
our intimacy after we had grown to man- 
hood : it was only broken on the committal 
of that dastardly act." 

^^ Did Mr. Seaward ever return to Clon- 
shavale ?" 

^' Yes, for one night only." 

" You said he was a prisoner." 

'' It was the fact. He was detained pri- 
vately in my friend's house. I was apprised' 
of it, and went to Dublin ; but William would 
give no account of the money, although 
acknowledging he took it. In a word, child, 
I made uj) the missing sum, therefore com- 
promising it, on conditions that he would 
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leave Irelai^d for ever, anci .that without 
delay." 

'' It was then he came here for the one 
night, I suppose ? Were those conditions made 
by you ? " 

' ' No, by my friend, who, even while acting 
thus leniently, condemned himself for not 
giving the unfortunate young man over to 
the hands of justice. He left this, as I 
thought, for abroad ; biit I afterwards heard 
he only went as far as London." 

^ ' He was set free for your sake ; you saved 
him, sir. Did any one hear of this terrible 
affair?" • 

''Yes. Although matters had been con- 
ducted in the strictest privacy, it oozed out 
somehow ; but it was myself who told it at 
the Castle. I did so through an honourable 
. motive ; it was right and just that I should 
do so. You need not ask me another ques- 
tion now, Milly, for this is coming to a subject 
on which I cannot touch ftirther than to say, 
that when I told about my brother at the 
Castle, I had no real idea of the enormity of 
his guilt. It was a week or so afterwards 
when I learned first that he had committed a 
blacker crime than robbery. Had I known 
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it then, I would have let him rot in a gaol 
without pity. I would have seen him in the 
felon's dock with exultation, and if a word 
from my lips could have saved his life, that 
word would never have been spoken." He 
rose and paced the room in strange excite- 
ment, while Milly watched him in sorrow 
and astonishment, wondering what it was- 
that had the power of lashing him into a 
mood so different to that which she had ever 
seen him in before. She waited patiently 
until he resumed his seat, then, with her face 
turned away, to hide the tears that' would 
have vent, she said, — 

^'I am very sorry, uncle, for having allowed 
my curiosity to get the better of me. You 
have told me all I wish to learn, and I think 
it is quite time now for you to get a sleep, 
that is, if you intend getting one before 
breakfast-hour; for look, it is exactly five 
minutes to three o'clock by your never-failing^ 
time-piece." She pointed to a little clock 
above her head, and rose. 

"Yes, my dear," he answered, "and you 
look as sleepy as a tired infant kept up too 
late ; so go to bed, and do not dream of more 
hobgoblins than fairy tales admit of." 
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'^ And you, sir ; you will do the same, with- 
out one more glance at the faces in the fire ? " 

" Yes, my child ; it is a compact; good- 
night." 

Never in all her past experience of her 
uncle's love and kindness, did Milly's heart 
fly out to his as warmly as when he bade her 
that good-night. 

She had come without a light from her 
own apartment to her imcle, and, return- 
ing in the same manner, a faint glimmer 
at the far end of the corridor attracted 
her attention. For a second only she 
paused, then stole forward, tracking it as 
it glided along almost like a will-o'-the- 
wisp, so noiselessly it went. She gained 
upon it, and saw her father carrying a 
lantern, the fashion of which she had never 
seen used except on a dark night, when her 
uncle cast its bull-eyed glow before him in 
his walks from the Castle. Thinking natu- 
rally that Seaward was a somnambulist, 
Milly had no fears in following him ; but as 
he reached the lower landing, she saw him 
pause, look round, and listen ; then[she knew 
he was awake. She stopped and kept perfect 
silence until he resumed his cautious tread.. 
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Believing now that he was bent on mischief, 
the young girl hesitated whether to go back 
or to proceed ; but that hesitation was only 
momentary, for, despising the cowardice that 
prompted it, she hurried on. 

He was, of course, familiar with the archi- 
tecture of the house, for although he had not 
seen it for so many years, it was not forgotten. 
He did not pause again until he paused at 
the closet which held the family plate. Could 
it be possible that this man's heart was so base 
as again to betray the hand which fostered 
him? — that he had entered his brother's 
house for the purpose of plunder, perhaps 
assassination? Nothing seemed too evil in 
her mind to associate with him, as she 
watched him take a key deliberately from 
his pocket and try it. The lock was a 
registered one, and of curious workmanship ; 
but it was older than Milly herself, and had 
never been changed from the moment it was 
first put on. Seaward knew it well, for he 
had always had a counterpart key for it. 
That key had travelled with him all over the 
globe, and could have told many a strange 
story, had it the power of speech. It was 
now fitted into its old wards as success- 
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fiilly as ever, and its owner entered the 
closet 

Again Miss Sarsfield hesitated as to how 
she should act — ^whether to alarm the house- 
hold, go back and tell her uncle, or confront 
her father boldly. She dreaded an expose ; 
she shrank from adding another pang to her 
uncle's sorrow; and she feared to come in 
contact with a robber, who, in self-defence, 
might murder her. 

The sudden striking of the hall clock made 
her almost leap from the ground ; three 
chimes echoed along the corridor, and on 
that moment Seaward's head was thrust out 
of the closet. She drew back further into a 
recess, pressing her hands over her wildly 
throbbing breast, while he listened, stepped 
out almost beside her, listened again, then 
stepped back to finish what he had begun. 
She tried to reason herself out of her fears, 
and succeeded, for was he not her father ? — 
and what man would voluntarily harm his 
own child ? She advanced a few paces, then 
gaining courage, did not stop until she came 
right opposite the closet-door. It was open, 
and she saw Seaward, not stealing plate, as 
she had imagined, but rummaging among 
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some dusty, age-worn papers, in a musty old 
box, that had been thrust into a comer as 
long as she could remember. 

Securing some of those dingy-looking 
papers, Mr. Seaward prepared to leave the 
closet ; and Milly retraced her steps as far 
as the breakfast-parlour, in which she took 
refiige until he was safely back in his own 
Toom. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



TOLD IN TIME. 



Human wisdom could as soon count the 
different scenes which take place in life at 
the same moment, as a child could count the 
grains of sand which the sea drifts in upon 
the shore. At the very moment in which 
Miss Sarsfield bade her uncle good-night, 
ErroU was writing a letter in his dressing- 
room at the Castle. It was evidently one of 
some importance, for it took a good deal of 
consideration before he was satisfied with his 
production. Then it was dated carefully, even 
to the instant of its completion, and as care- 
fully directed to Miss Setmore, before being 
consigned to his desk, having locked which, 
he put the key into his portmanteau, there to 
await the time for posting. Then he brought 
the desk and left it on Dorina's dressing- 
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table in her own room. How little dreamed 
Erroll then that that letter would never reach 
the person for whom it was intended, — ^little 
dreamed he of the sombre threads which Fate 
was then weaving in the loom of his destiny. 
The same moment in which MUdred had 
seen her father disappear with his prize, 
Dorina was called to the bed-side of the 
dying j&iend whom she had loved with a life- 
long faithfulness. Mrs. Desmond was seized 
with a renewal of her old attack, which habit 
rendering every one familiar with, was 
thought but little about, until it was suc- 
ceeded by a paroxysm of such violent pain 
that the alarmed domestic summoned Dorina. 
When she entered the room, the suffering 
woman was propped up with pillows, looking 
so pale and exhausted that the young wife, 
thinking she was dead, uttered a low cry of 
terror, then the fading eyes unclosed, and 
the fi'agile hand made a movement towards 
hers ; for even in this last hour that grate- 
ful heart was open to the impress of love 
and kindness. 

Ever ready to act, Dorina lost not a moment 
in waking the household and summoning 
Dr. Ernest. But his aid was useless now ; 
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and the old family physician, knowing he 
felt his patient's pulse for the lai^t time, could 
not conceal the emotion which made his 
manly lip quiver as he tm-ned from her bed- 
side. He had known her many years, had 
marked her imcomplaining patience, her 
fortitude and charity, so it was little wonder 
he should feel sorry when all was drawing 
to a close ; for medical men, although custom 
sometimes makes them appear callous, are 
generally the most tender-hearted beings in 
existence. 

^' There is nothing to be done now but for 
her to take leave of those she loves," he said, 
as he wrung Lynmore's hand and left the 
room. But after he was gone she rallied a 
little, and smiled faintly as Dorina moistened 
her lips and smoothed her pillow. As yet 
she could not speak, and her eyes were 
wandering round the room, as though in 
quest of some one. Miss Landford knew 
for whom, and asked Dorina why Erroll was 
not present. 

^^ I suppose he has not been told. Send 
some one for him now," she answered. 

^ ' But when you were called thither he 
must have heard it too ? " 

VOL. II. Q 
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Dorina blushed so painfully, that even the 
dying woman's eyes were arrested by it, and 
guessed aright that she had not seen her 
husband since the previous evening. Miss 
Landford, vexed with herself, despatched a 
servant to Erroll's room, and in a few 
moments the young man entered, half-dressed, 
and with an expression of alarm on his face 
that ^soon gave place to sorrow. As he 
stooped over Mrs. Desmond, her countenance 
imderwent a painful change, — it shrank and 
darkened ; but only Dorina, who knelt beside 
her, saw it. 

Dr. Ernest had told her to administer a 
stimulant at such times as it could be swal- 
lowed, and Dorina understood that this was 
the moment for doing so. Its result was 
beneficial, for the invalid gradually regained 
the power of speech. Her first words were 
addressed to ErroU. ''Be kind and just to 
Dorina. My dying prayer is that you may 
live to be worthy of her." She paused, for 
the exertion of those few words wearied her. 
Then she motioned En-oll away, and beckoned 
Lynmore to her. The wasted hand grasped 
his coiivuLsively, so convulsively, that Lyn- 
more thought it must have been his mother's 
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death struggle. ^' I have wronged you," she 
murmured, ^' but it was not wittingly done, 
I did not foresee the trials which Heaven 
thought fit to visit upon me ; but the wrong 
was not of long duration, my son, and I will 
make atonement now." Believing the mind 
was wandering in its frail tenement, he kissed 
the hand he held in. tearful silence. .^^You 
were always a blessing to me," she continued, 
^^so was Walter, who is waiting for me in 
Paradise." 

^^Andl. Oh, Heaven! I have been the 
one child who never brought a comfort to 
her." The words burst involuntarily from 
ErroU's lips ; but they did not reach the bed, 
and quite as involuntarily as they were 
spoken, Dorina took her place by his side, 
and tried to soothe him. 

^'Lynmore, my darling," went on the 
faint voice, "I have but two sorrows now 
which trouble me. One Miss Landford will 
assist me to remove before I die ; the other 
— the other is, that I cannot bid farewell to 
Emily, my dear, dear daughter, the only 
treasure absent, except those who have go^io 
hence before me." She looked upwards, 
but did not attempt to raise her hand as 
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she paused^ and uttered the one word — 
hence. 

'' Emily is many hundred miles away from 
this, mother; but a telegram might reach her."' 

Mrs. Desmond interrupted him with a sad 
gesture. "Too late, my love; ere another 
hour passes I shall be at rest. Send my 
blessing to her. Now call Miss Landford 
to me," 

A violent contortion came over her face 
before Lynmore could obey, and the disease^ 
which was killing her racked her frame 
with so much torture, that they were^ 
astonished when she spoke again. " It may 
be the last — oh! if it be God's merciful' 
will, it may be the last of those awfiil 
pangs ! " she murmured. 

They drew back, and gave place to Miss- 
Landford, who, stooping tenderly over her, 
said, ^ ' Lucy, trust me as you have always 
trusted me, and do not agitate yourself with 
what I can do so well for you." 

" You are right. You promise that when 
I am buried you will do everything for Lyn- 
more. Not until I am buried though ; for 
in the presence of the dead it is not fit that 
there should be any disagreemout ! " 
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'' There will be none. Everything shall 
be conducted quietly. ErroU shall be treated 
with consideration. He will not be unrea- 
sonable. Dismiss the subject from your 
mind now, and turn your thoughts to better 
things." 

Glad to obey, Mrs. Desmond shut her 
eyes in silence, during which her lips moved, 
though no sound escaped them. She lay 
back more exhausted than ever, and was 
unable to swallow the restorative when 
Dorina next pressed it between her lips. 

There was no more pain : nothing to show 
that the end was drawing near — nothing, in- 
deed, except the slight quiver of an eyelash 
or a gentle sigh. But when the last moment 
came, she slightly raised her head, and 
clasped her hands as though in ecstasy. 

^' She is dying ! " said Lyimiore, hastening 
forward. But Erroll was before him, and, 
flinging himself by her bedside, seemed to 
call back the fleeting spirit by the grief that 
sounded in his voice. 

^' Mother, mother ! one word to me before 
you go," he cried. Then, with one more eflfort, 
she turned towards him, and spoke again, — 

'' Erroll, I — I am not your mother ! " 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



CURRENT com. 



" Erroll, I — ^I am not your mother ! " 

These were the last words that ever issued 
from the dying woman's lips ! and had they 
been a curse, they could not have fallen more 
terribly on the ears of him to whom they 
were addressed. 

All his life he had loved her — ^loved her 
as perhaps few sons ever love their mother. 
Even in his reckless folly she was never quite 
forgotten — never wholly ceased to have some 
influence over him. But now he was told 
that she was not his mother. How could it 
be possible ? Had she not always stood in 
that light to him ? Who could have been 
kinder? Who better? Did he not always 
live with her ? Had she not always cared 
for him ? He could remember no other 
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mother — no other home. Surely those 
droadfiil words were but the ravings of a 
dying woman's brain, or else he was mad 
himself, and they were a chimera of his 
own. 

Thus reasoning, ErroU gazed upon the 
dead face before him until Lynmore's voice 
aroused him. 

^' That was only the second time that ever 
I knew her mind to wander in all her suffer- 
ings," he said, — and the words were a solace 
to poor ErroU. 

The sad tidings of Mrs. Desmond's death 
reached Rosmary Farm even before it 
reached Clonshavale, and Toby Downs was 
the first to hear it. Ever alive to what con- 
cerned the M^Dermotts, the foundling's grief 
was as sincere as though the deceased lady 
had been one of his own grade. He lost not 
a moment in imparting the news to Moila^ 
who, in sobs and tears, burst into the par- 
lour, where her parents were about to «iit 
down, to brcakfeist. The meal was left un- 
tested, and even the bluff old feinncr's hand 
shook as it filled his pipe tliat morning. 

Tlie family of Rosmary bad never been 
obtrusive at the Castle — ^never, in fiict, had 
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entered it, except by the special request of 
either Mrs. Desmond or ErroU. Even Moila 
kept aloof, with a proud humility that often 
annoyed Dorina, who, on more occasions 
than one, had to carry her off by force. But 
now that sorrow had again stalked into those 
walls — ^now that the sable wing of death 
rested over them, there was no holding aloof, 
no hesitation in bringing their true-hearted 
sjrmpathy where it was as much needed as it 
was appreciated. 

Knowing nothing of what had taken place 
at the Castle, Mildred entered the breakfast- 
room at Clonshavale next morning with her 
mind full of misgivings about her father. 
Neither he nor Sir Capel had yet made their 
appearance; and after waiting some time, 
she determined to knock at her uncle's door, 
and if he still slept to leave him undisturbed. 
But on her way thitlier, impelled, perhaps, 
by curiosity, she lingered in the corridor to 
listen if there was any stir in the apartment 
allotted to Seaward. Yes; certainly there 
was a stir — a nasal noise that ought to have 
awakened the sleeper himself. It was evident 
that her father was not thinking of the 
breakfast-hour ; so she knocked loudly, and, 
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in so doin^, the door flew open. Something 
lying on the dressing-table attracted her 
attention. It was the roll of dusty papers 
she had seen him take from the plate-closet 
at three o'clock that morning. 

The snoring still continued, and one quick 
glance towards the bed assured her that she 
might enter with impunity. She did so, 
stealthily as a cat ; but scarcely was she half- 
way in the room, when the sleeper, mutter- 
ing something unintelligible, turned on his 
side. She stood fixed to the spot in alarm. 
What should she do if he awoke and found 
her there ? What explanation could she 
give to account for her presence ? None ; 
and she stood with her eyes fastened on him, 
until those comforting sounds were renewed 
with double vigour. 

She secured the roll, but how to open it 
she could not tell, for it was fastened with a 
piece of ribbon that was knotted in several 
places. A razor and strop lay close beside 
her, and it was cut in a second. Her hands 
trembled as much with eagerness as with 
nervousness. However, she succeeded in 
imroUing the outside wrapper, but almost 
let it fall in disappointment at its contents. 
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She had expected, she could not tell what^ 
all sorts of mysteries. But nothing, except 
a few bank-notes, met her gaze — ^notes for 
fifty and a hundred pounds. Yet they were 
nothing to her, they had only baffled and 
betrayed her ; for had she not acted disgrace- 
fully in meddling with Seaward's property 
at all ? 

Seaward's property. And was it so ? Milly 
paused with the papers held loosely in her 
hand as she asked herself that question. 
Then every word her uncle had uttered but 
a few hours previously came vividly into 
her mind. The robbery — the one night her 
father had afterwards spent in Clonshavale 
before he left Ireland, as he falsely promised, 
for ever. She guessed the reason of his 
returning to the forbidden ground now, and 
why he lingered about the neighbourhood 
until he found an entrance to his brother's 
house. 

In that one night he had contrived to hide 
whatever money he had not had time to 
convert into gold. 

And this gudss was nothing but the truth ;; 
for William Seaward Sarsfield, judging 
others by himself, had no faith in his 
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friend's promise not to pursue the criminal 
business further, and, dreading discovery- 
through marked or nimibered notes, con- 
cealed those which Milly rightly judged had 
not been exchanged for gold. Those notes, 
amounting to the sum of nearly two thousand 
pounds, were quite inducement for a man 
like Seaward to , return from the wilds of a 
foreign coimtry to his native land, even if 
he had no other object it. doing so. 

Milly understood it all now ; and, tying 
up the roll as near as . possible as it was 
before, she replaced it, and escaped from 
the room, wondering only how it was that 
such a sum could have lain in that musty old 
box so long without discovery, and never 
thinking that the very mustiness of it was 
its best security. Besides, it was locked up 
in the plate-closet. 

She had scarcely left the room, when 
the snoring ceased, and she heard Seaward 
cough. Then, hurrying back to the break- 
fast-parlour, she found that her uncle had 
been waiting for the last two minutes — a 
long time for her to keep liim ; so she did 
her best to make up for it by putting an 
over-dose of sugar in his tea. She was- 
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laughing at her mistake when Seaward 
joined them. He was in careless deshabille, 
at which poor Milly blushed crimson, for 
she had never known her uncle to leave his 
room but as a gentleman should. 

^' This is Liberty Hall, I suppose ?" he 
said, as he took his seat at the table. 
^' Every Irish homestead is, let it be a palace 
or a cabin." 

'' You see we wait for neither time nor 
tide, at all events,'' returned the baronet, 
in confusion. 

^' Quite right, quite right. Every one 
should be punctual ; and when they are not, 
of course they should pay the penalty in 
cold coffee and dried-uj) muffins. However, 
those of mine are quite the reverse, so hot 
and tasty, that even an epicure could not 
fail to relish them. Ah, me ! this is like old 
times. An English breakfast-table — no, an 
Irish one, which is quite the same : so 
homely, genial, and pleasant, — enough to 
make an untamed animal a domestic one, 
without waiting even to finish what is called 
wild oats." 

Many little pleasantries went round that 
small domestic circle, in the midst of which 
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a servant entered, and whispered something 
to Miss Sarsfield that made her push away 
her cup and burst into tears. The news^ 
had come of Mrs. Desmond's death, and 
there was nothing but mourning at Clon- 
shavale. Even Seaward was awed by it ; 
for, remembering his words to Dorina the 
niglit before about forestalling Mrs. Des- 
mond, he knew now that death had forestalled 
him in whatever purpose he had meant to 
carry out ; and, ruthless man of the world as. 
he was, he acknowledged the Supreme Power 
for once in his life, as he listened to the 
simple details of what had taken place at 
the Castle that morning. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



TEMPTATION. 



The fact of Mr. Seaward being the baronet's 
long absent and almost forgotten brother did 
not seem to astonish any one. At another 
time it would have been a coincidence to be 
talked over, wondered at, and commented 
upon ; but in the deeper interest felt by the 
entire neighbourhood for the family at the 
Castle, that fact seemed to have made for 
itself no place at all. Mrs. Desmotid's death 
brought a blank to many households besides 
her own ; many a humble hearth was made 
more himible by it, and many a sad heart 
grew sadder when that news was spread 
abroad; for she had been a benefactress 
to the poor, and a never-failing friend to 
those who needed one. ErroU had never 
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been popular. From the time of his boyhood 
the tenantry disliked him ; and after his taking 
possession of thfe estate he had often been 
heard to declare that when^his mother died he 
would pull down all the cabins which came 
too close to his demesne. And now that 
she was gone, who had always protected 
them, many a wretched family began to 
tremble at the bare idea of leaving the 
homes which, however so humble, were as 
dear as life to them. 

Mrs. Desmond's dying injunctions to Miss 
Landford were, to wait until after her burial 
to do everything for Lynmore. And her 
friend, knowing that to do everything for 
Lynmore was to do everything to displace 
ErroU from a false position, dreaded the 
moment she would have to encounter that 
terrible ordeal. To be true to her promise, 
she could not reveal anything to him until 
after that solemn ceremony, but she was 
determined to do so before the reading of 
the will. 

The morning of the fimeral brought a 
large concourse of people to the Castle. 
Every one, of every grade, seemed eager to 
pay this last tribute of respect to one who 
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had been so worthy of respect in life And 
people who had never seen or known Mrs. 
Desmond mourned and sympathized with 
those who had. That morning Seaward 
mingled with the friends and tenantry as- 
though he had never been a vagabond on 
the face of the earth ; and he followed the 
dead as though his deeds had never thrown 
a shade of wrong or sorrow over her life 
whose remains they were about to consign 
to the grave. 

After one glance at the funeral cortege, 
Dorina turned from her chamber-window 
with regret in her heart, and her mind a 
prey to many burning thoughts. Those 
thoughts were tinged with jealousy and 
revenge, and her smile was very bitter as. 
she muttered, — 

^^ What a fool I am, repining always, and 
never steeling myself against the falsehood 
that surrounds me. Dear Mrs. Desmond, so 
ErroU was not your son after all, — that I sus- 
pected before you told it ; but you were the 
same as a mother to him, and he loved you ; 
yes, with all his faults, he loved you dearly. 
Where is my ambition gone to ? I, who said 
I married Erroll for position, why cannot I 
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retain it even yet ? But how ? The will is in 
the iron safe in the library, and I have the 
key." She clasped her hands over her burn- 
ing face^ and rocked herself to and fro in her 
chair, as she continued, '' Yes, I have the 
key, and what is now to prevent me destroy- 
ing the will, like so many of our novel 
heroines ? That would be something, — ^posi- 
tion, at all events; for without the will nothing 
could be proved ; even Miss Landford would 
be powerless, and I should virtually be the 
mistress of Castlethomond. How the clock 
ticks, — how my heart beats ! Shall I do it? 
Secure or destroy the will, and save Erroll 
from ignominy and shame ? " 

She raised her haggard countenance, and 
looked about like one awaking from a painful 
dream. ' ' What devil has put those evil things 
into my head?" she added. "Ah! Erroll, 
not even to save you and myself would I do 
this vile deed. No, no ; I shall have revenge ; 
you shall be hurled from your seat of state : 
though I be buried in the ruins, I will be 
honest, just, and true, like the poor farming 
people that you despise ; for by being that 
I shall be avenged, and you shall have 
no more right to Castlethomond than M^Der- 
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mott has now. Then will Miss Setmore smile 
upon you? Not she. She loves rank and 
wealth, but I — I shall love you still. Ah ! 
ErroU, you will know the depth and strength 
of your wife's, heart then." She rose, and 
something fell at her feet that made her cry 
out in terror, — ^it was the key of the iron safe, 
tempting her, as it seemed, for she wrestled 
with herself for a moment, then, snatching it 
up, she hurried from the room. 

Miss Landford watched the nodding plumes 
winding slowly down the avenue, — ^watched 
Erroll and Lynmore move along with bowed 
heads, and knew that their soids were wrung 
with anguish, — ^watched the two Sarsfields 
walk arm and arm after the chief mourners, 
— and then her stout heart failed her, for she 
knew that the dreaded moment was fast 
approaching when she would be compelled 
to act. She could not withdraw her eyes 
from the silent procession until it was shut 
from her vision, then she turned them to 
the clock on the mantel-piece and counted 
the minutes for nearly an hour. The 
mourners would soon be returning, and she 
had to make up her mind as to what she 
should say, and how she should say it. A few 
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more ticks of that unsympathetic pendulum, 
and Erroll would be entering, perhaps for 
the last time, that home which he had always 
considered his rightful one. A heavy sigh 
attracted her attention to the opposite side 
of the room, and, on looking round, she dis- 
covered the wistful features of Dorina, who 
quietly approached, and took a seat beside her. 

^'I have been watching you," she said, 
^ ^ and as I give myself credit for wonderful 
penetration, I have read your thoughts, and 
I can help you." The somewhat startled lady 
took Donna's hand, and fondled it, but made 
no reply. ^' You doubt my ability to do so ; 
but dear Miss Landford, since his mother's, 
since Mrs. Desmond's death, Erroll is all 
love and gentleness to me again, and I think 
that that terrible secret would come better 
from my lips than from yours, good and kind 
as you have always been to him. Besides, I 
am sure the task must be an unpleasant one 
to you." 

" There is no terrible secret, my dear 
girl." 

^' There is; it will be a terrible one to him, 
— ^to my proud ambitious Erroll; and his 
wife should be the first to break it to him." 
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" Dorina, what are you saying? How could 
you have learned anything about it ?'' 

^' Partly from Sir Capel Sarsfield, and 
partly from observation. Besides, did not 
Mrs. Desmond declare with her last breath 
that Erroll was not her son?" 

^' True, true; but anything ftirther than 
that it is impossible that you could know.'' 

'^I know everjrthing that you do; and if 
you are willing that I should prepare my 
husband instead of you, it would be the 
better plan. However, if you like to do so- 
yourselfj of course I shall not interfere." 

There was something about DorinaV 
manner that Miss Landford could not under- 
stand; for the first time in her life she dis-^ 
trusted her, not only because she knew that 
Erroll was not all " love and gentleness to 
her again," but it was evident that she was 
endeavouring to hide the real anxiety she 
felt on the point she urged with such seeming 
indifference. 

'^ If you know as much as you say, why 
did you not acquaint your husband with it? 
Surely in the intervening days since her 
death there was nothing to prevent you." 

" I heard Mrs. Desmond tell you to wait 
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until after she was buried to do everything 
for Lynmore : those were her very words ; and 
in respect to them I refrained from speaking." 

'' That was quite right and honourable of 
you, my dear. But had I not better make 
you clear on every particular before you 
decide on taking my place?'' 

^' There is no time now, for see they are 
returning. Will you leave it to me, Miss 
Landford ? Speak quickly, and I will meet 
my husband on the lawn." 

^^ No, no, I dare not. I promised Lucy 
to do this myself, and I will do it." 

'' Consider what you are about to brave. 
The violence of ErroU's temper, his re- 
proaches — " 

^' I do not fear them ; I fear no evil towards 
myself: it is for him I care, for him I tremble. 
Oh, what a weak creature I am, now that it 
has come to the point at last!" 

'^ Then let me act for you. Erroll is an 
ambitious man, and will cling to what he now 
believes to be his own, though a thousand 
proofs be brought to take it from him. He 
will not easily give up his proud position, 
that I can assure you. See, they are close at 
hand. Will you let me say even a few words 



246 THE SECRET OP TWO HOVSES. 

to him now? I could do so without youF 
pennissioD, of course; but I want you to 
remain here for ten or fifteen minutes. Pro- 
mise that you will do this, Miss Landford. 
Surely it is not too much to ask, neither is 
it much for you to grant. Listen ! they are 
entering the house, and in another moment 
they will have entered the library to hear 
the will. Speak, will you remain or not ?'' 

' ' I will, " murmured Miss Landford, alarmed 
aH much at her companion's excitement a& 
hIio waH at the idea of rerealing her secret to 
KrroU. 

Dorina having gained that promise, she 
flow from the room and shut the door after 
linr, but hIic did not move another step. She 
H<()()(1 there anxiously waiting imtil ErroU 
iitid Lyntnoro went ihto the librar}'. She 
liitd not tatnpered in any way with the will ; 
hut, uhhougli she had conquered her strong- 
inniptutiou to do so, there were CA-idently 
oihor (hirk tlioughts in her brain, for her 
hrow WHH clouded, and her firmly compressed 
lipH too phiiuly showed that all was not right 
witliin. Wlien she heard the notary's com- 
juiuhIh to a Hervantto summon the remainder 
of tho lUiuily, she went back to Miss Landford,, 
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and, slipping her hand within her arm, drew 
hereaway with her. 

^^How did he bear it?" asked the little 
lady, breathlessly. 

"Bravely! like a man, of course." Miss 
Landford did not see the gleam of malice 
that shot from Dorina's eyes as she uttered the 
falsehood. So, not suspicious of any treachery, 
she took the chair which was handed to her, 
while Donna, taking her seat beside her 
husband, laid the key of the iron safe calmly 
on the table. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



AX AWKWAKD WILL. 



There were not many people present in the 
library — ^none, in fact, but the immediate' 
familv, and a few old Mends who were there 
by special request. Among the latter was 
Sir Capel Sarsfield ; but Seaward, not being 
specified in that request, stayed in an adjoin- 
ing room, not at all put out of temper by Avhat 
he termed an oversight on Mrs. Desmond's 
part. 

The notary was neither a pompous old 
functionary or an irritable snuff-taker, but a 
worthy man of business, who lost no time in 
the reading of the will, and was not once 
interrupted until a few alarming words startled 
some of the listeners — '' To my only surviving 
son, Lynmore Claud Desmond." Here fol- 
lowed something about family jewels; but 
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the man of law paused at tlie one startling 
sentence, and read it over again and again ; 
then rapidly glanced his eyes down along 
the paper, only stopping at another startling 
sentence — '' To my nephew Erroll." Here 
the notary, becoming more abstruse than the 
most pompous of pompous functionaries, and 
more provoking than the most irritable of 
snuff-takers, used his handkerchief, coughed 
and hemmed, until he became so agitated, 
that Erroll had to interfere. 

" You have made a mistake, sir," he said. 
^' My mother's will is simple enough, if you 
would only read it correctly." 

This brought the lawyer to himself again, 
and he read aloud, calmly and deliberately, 
until Erroll started to his feet with an oath ; 
but the other took no notice. He went on 
reading the will, codicil and all, and knew 
exactly how matters now stood — knew, also, 
that Dorina had been enriched by a gift of 
five thousand pounds. But no one was listen- 
ing to him, for Erroll engrossed every one's 
attention. 

" Are you insane ? " he cried, with an oath 
more terrible than before. '^You must be 
so, to rant on in that manner. What is it all 
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about ? What do you mean by the only son 
Lynmore, and the nephew ErroU? Speaky 
man ! Are you dumb ? " 

Miss Landford glanced at Dorina, and, by 
the look that met her own, she knew that 
this was the first intimation to Erroll of his 
real position, and she saw that this cruel and 
premeditated action was the work of his own 
wife. Stung with the bitterest self-reproach, 
she hastened to his side; but Dorina came 
between them, and, fixing her eyes on her 
husband's working countenance, said, with 
ujinatural calmness, — 

^^You must remember, Erroll, that Mrs. 
Desmond told you on her death-bed that she 
was not your mother. It should have been 
quite enough to prepare you for this emer- 
gency. The fact is simply this: you have 
usurped Lynmore Desmond's rights for nearly 
two years ; but that was no fault of yours. 
Look the fact in the face now, for you must 
bear it. You must know yourself as what 
you are, and that is, comparatively, a beggar 
in the home you thought your own." 

She seemed to glory in his downfall — to 
triumph in it ; and she who had loved him 
with all a true wife's devotion, was the only 
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one present who did not sympathize with his 
humiKation. But he did not understand her, 
and never once noticed the strangeness of her 
manner. Her words appeared to have been 
hurled at his head, striking painfully against 
it, but conveying little or no meaning to the 
brain within. 

It took more than her efforts to convince 
him that what he heard was true. Even Miss 
Landford's and the baronet's explanations, 
given as they were with the utmost tender- 
ness, could not make hioa believe that he was 
not the owner of the broad demesne which 
even now he instinctively turned to gaze 
upon. He accused them of a conspiracy — 
accused Lynmore of aiding and abetting in 
it, or, rather, of being its instigator. But 
Lynmore was quite as obstinate as he himself; 
and it was- his refusing to believe that ErrolT 
was not the heir which first brought him 
partially to his senses. 

For a second the wild idea of disputing 
Lynmore's claim, of entering upon a lawsuit, 
flashed across his mind ; but it was quickly 
dismissed. The case was too clear against 
him, and he had nothing now to do but to 
resign what he had prized so highly — ranky 
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wealth, power, and position. Slowly and 
painfully he realized all that he had lost, 
and measured to a nicety the ground on which 
he now stood. He felt himself possessed of 
talent that might stand in good need, and 
once he brought his mind to this point, he 
seemed to rise superior to his fallen fortunes. 
^' It is not very much more difficult for me 
to give up what I thought my own," he said, 
^Hhan it is to believe that she was not my 
mother. I loved her so, — loved her for her 
tender kindness, for everything that was 
good and noble; but now — ^" A sudden 
thought crossed his mind, and his face 
became flushed to scarlet. He looked from 
one to the other, until his eyes rested on 
Miss Landford. '' They say I am her 
nephew," he said ; '^ but I never heard that 
Mrs. Desmond's sister had been married." 
The little lady turned away, her lips quiver- 
ing with the terrible words she could not 
speak; but he caught her hand and forced 
her to look at him. ^^ In mercy do not say 
that I — " He could get no fiirther ; it was the 
last drop of bitterness in his cup of misery, 
and it was too much, for he staggered to a 
chair, crushed with humiliation and shame. 
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In the silence that followed, Erroll read 
the miserable secret that Miss Landford 
shrank from uttering. But no one present 
seemed to be as much ajffected as Sir Capel : 
he stood at the back of ErroU's chair, with 
one hand resting upon it, and his head bent 
forward. For a moment that hand hovered 
above the bowed head, and he looked as if he 
could have caught it to his breast; but^ 
conquering or subduing the impulse, he 
walked to the window and looked out. 

Wheii Erroll next looked up, his eyes 
swept searchingly over the faces before him ;, 
they rested on Dorina's with a startled 
expression, then with one of keen inquiry. 
Other eyes followed his, and traced many 
contending feelings on the unhappy wife's^ 
countenance, — love, hatred, pity, malice, and 
everything that was contradictory : it wanted 
but this to lash the young man's spirit into 
frenzy. In the time of his need Dorina had 
deserted him, and he almost cursed her for 
it. He did not remember that scarcely a 
month ago he had deserted her, — ^he did not 
think of Miss Setmoro now ; he could only 
look at his wife's haughty face, and ponder 
on the fearful shame that clung to him. The 



^54 THE SECRET OF TWO HOUSES. 

atmosphere became stifling, — ^he could not 
breathe, — something was clamouring at his 
heart, and calling passionately for Dorina to 
help him. But she turned away as Miss 
Landford had done, and scarcely knowing 
what he did, he escaped from her presence 
by the nearest door. It was the one that 
led to the room where Mr. Seaward waited 
for his brother. 



THE MISTAKE OF YEABS. 255 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE MISTAKE OF YEARS. 

Taking Mrs. Desmond's oversight as philoso- 
phically as he had taken every other event 
of life, Seaward Sarsfield occupied the time 
of his brother's absence as best he could. 
Books and papers wei^ strewn about in 
plenty, but he did not catre for reading ; so, 
for want of better employment, he took out 
his penknife and began to pare his nails. 
'' She was always a cross-grained thing, was 
Lucy," he muttered, smiling complacently, 
as he examined his fingers. ^^ Cross-grained, 
and such a prude; she always hated me. 
Well, after all, I cannot blame her. I was a 
dishonourable villain, that I know ; but, 'poii 
my word, I regret having treated poor Capel 
badly more than I regret the robbery." 

Self-accusation was no more a part of 
Soaward's temperament than a love of read- 



256 THE SECRET OF TWO HOUSES. 

ing, so lie closed his knife with a snap, and 
began to whistle. How long Sir Capel was. 
Wliat kind of a will could Mrs. Desmond hava 
left to require such a length of time to get 
over it ? He would go home. But, no, some- 
thing attracts his attention at last, and 
Seaward is absorbed body and mind : it is a 
picture, a water-colour painting of a young 
girl holding a bunch of lilies, and looking at 
him with an expression of arch coquetry. 
The eyes followed him about to the right 
and to the left ; go where he would, they 
were fastened upon him. Edith's eyes — 
Edith Chesterton's, as he had first seen them^ 
— the bright, the fascinating, the happy girl^ 
whose grave is far away in other climes^ 
neglected and forgotten now. 

Ho was still gazing at the picture when 
the door opened, and Erroll entered. The 
gentlemen met with courtesy on ErrolPs 
side, and an assumption of indifference on the 
part of Seaward. The former was crossing 
to the opposite door, when the latter thrust 
himself in his way. ^^Wait," he said ; ^^ if 
3^ou have learned all that you should have 
learned, you surely can afford me one 
moment." 
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"No," returned Erroll, " not one instant. 
We have met before, Mr. Sarsfield, and I 
think you were the worse for the encounter. 
Better not stop a desperate man ; for even 
your change of name could not spare you 
now." 

" Then you know who I am ?" 

"Yes; I know you are Sir Capel's run- 
away brother ; and that is all I wish to know 
about you." 

" Stay. In the meeting you speak of, did 
I not warn you of your fate? Had you listened 
to me then, you might not have been the 
disappointed man you are now ; not that I 
could have saved, but I could have helped 
you. You will not listen even yet; obsti- 
nate boy. What do you intend to do with 
yourself? " 

"I care not; why should you? Let me 
pass out." 

" Not until I tell you what my plans are." 

" What are your plans to me ? By Heaven, 
you thwart me strangely ; and, but that you 
are Sir Capel's brother, I would repeat the 
blow I gave you that dusky evening on the 
Shannon's bank. Stand aside, Mr. Seaward, 
or Sarsfield, or whatever other name you 
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choose to call yourself, for I am in no hiunour 
to be trifled with." 

The elder Sarsfield entering the room now, 
interfered between them ; but the angry men 
did not heed. 

'' If they have told you who I am, you 
dare not strike me," said Seaward, indig- 
nantly. But, as if in contradiction of his 
words, Erroll's hand was raised menacingly 
above his head. 

^*Stay," cried the baronet. "ErroU, prepare 
yourself for another sad surprise." 

^^Have I not borne enough of sad sur- 
prises ? Stand aside. Seaward, or I shall 
compel you." 

'' ErroU," interposed Sir Capel, despe- 
rately, " you would not strike him — he is 
your father." 

The young man's arm fell powerless, and 
he staggered back, as though he himself had 
received the blow he meant for Seaward. 
^' My father!" he repeated, with bitter 
sarcasm ; ^ ^ he my father. Then if so, Mildred 
Sarsfield is my sister; and who knows but 
I may be able to claim more honourable 
kinsfolk than I had fancied ? " 

''Do not deceive yourself; her mother 
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was not your mother,'^ said the baronet, 
sadly. 

^^ Heaven knows I have had enough to 
deceive me without deceiving myself. Mil- 
dred is an honourable girl, a fit companion 
even for Mrs. Desmond's son, while I — I am 
an outcast, a thing with a brand upon my 
brow, a mark for the finger of scorn to point 
at. Oh, God ! this is very bitter." He paused, 
and looked at Seaward. ^^ And this man 
here, this man is my father, — ^the evil genius 
of my fate, — the spoiler of my mother's life. 
Ah ! I have been cruelly duped. Brought up 
in affluence, placed upon a false throne, as it 
were, and now remorselessly pulled down 
and trampled under the feet of men, without 
one friend, without one friend on earth." 

'' One, at least, you have, as true a friend as 
ever man possessed, and one who will never 
forsake you." It was not ErroU's wife who 
spoke, although she and Lynmore were now 
also present. It was Miss Landford, who 
had placed her hand upon his shoulder, as 
though in defiance of those who stood aloof 
from him. ^^ Dear Erroll," she added, ^^ your 
mother was my friend, and shall I not hence- 
forth stand in that light to you ? You shall 
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be to me what you would have been to her 
had she lived to see this hour, — dearer to my 
heart for all the shame and sorrow that is^ 
weighing down your own." 

For a moment only he struggled with lii» 
emotions, then he spoke out bravely, — " You 
are a good woman, Miss Landford, and, 
Heaven knows, I am not ungrateful for your 
kindness ; but say no more to me at present. 
Lynmore, you and I have been brothers in 
affection, at all events, let us continue so a 
little longer. Come to my — come to the^ 
rooms I always occupied, and help me ta 
think this matter out quietly." 

" I confess it is a mystery to me," replied 
Lynmore, " and to you it must be doubly so ; 
explanations must take place, which you are 
too much excited now to listen to." 

^' I had rather never hear more about it ; 
it is sufficient for me to know that I have na 
right to look upon this place as my home." 

^ ' You have every right to look upon it 
as your home," broke in Miss Landford,^ 
^' Come now, I must insist on having my 
way this once. ErroU, sit down there, near 
Sir Capel, and calm yourself. Lynmore, 
take that seat beside Dorina. Now there i& 
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only one here whose presence could be 
dispensed with, and that one is Seaward 
Sarsfield. If he returns to Clonshavale, he 
will be joined there by his brother in half 
an hour." 

Seaward hesitated before taking this very 
l3road hint. He had heard that Mrs. Des- 
mond had not only bequeathed to Dorina 
five thousand pounds, but that double that 
sum had been left to her nephew Erroll ; 
and the calculating man of the world thought 
that by joining his fortune to theirs he could 
make a comfortable berth for himself, in 
whatever locality they chose to settle. 

^^ Why does the old tabby cat want to get 
rid of me so unceremoniously ?" he whispered 
to Sir Capel. 

^^ She wants to explain some things which 
would, of course, be disagreeable for you to 
hear." 

'' She gives me credit for more sensibility 
than I possess. But from what Erroll has 
said, he must know all the villainy that ever 
his father committed." 

'' He does not yet." 

'^ Surely he must know what the cursed 
folly was that sent me away from this ? " 
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"No, no, he knows nothing about it; 
better do as Miss Landford wishes." 

" I don't see the use of publishing my 
affairs to Dorina or Lynmore. But fools will 
have their way." Seaward took out lii& 
watch, and, deliberately holding* it before 
Miss Landford, added, " Half an hour, you 
said, madam. Very well, I shall return here 
to the second ; " and he quitted the room. 

" I am glad he is gone," said the little 
lady, seating herself beside Erroll, "for I 
could never say all I wanted to say if he 
were present. Ah ! Erroll, you have been 
bitterly sinned against, but not by Mrs. 
Desmond — she was the best and truest friend 
in the world to you. It is a sad and evil 
story which is connected with your birth, 
but it is right that you should hear it ; and 
if it be told in an incoherent or disjointed 
fashion, you must excuse me, for it will be 
very painfiil for me to get through it at all 
— I knew Lucy and Edith Chesterton almost 
all their lives ; I loved them from the time 
they were little children. About a year after 
Lucy's marriage, my favourite, Edith, went 
on a visit to Castlethomond, and I went to 
Brussels, where I had not been very long 
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when I heard that she was engaged to be 
married to Sir Capel Sarsfield." 

^^ Sir Capel Sarsfield?" repeated ErroU; 
roused to interest now. " Surely you must 
mean his brother?'^ 

" No, my dear ; let me explain. While I 
was watching every post to acquaint me of 
that marriage having taken place, judge of 
my astonishment when Mr. and Mrs. Desmond 
entered my house at Brussels. I was glad to 
see them ; but, ah ! I was not glad to see the 
poor girl whom they had left at a lodging a 
short distance from my home. When last I 
had seen Edith, she was the most beautifiil 
creature it had ever been my lot to look 
upon ; that was when I parted from her on her 
sister's wedding-day. When we met next, it 
was when they brought me to the lodging. 
Ah ! Heaven, it was a piteous sight. She was 
mad ; she did not know me ; and, turning from 
the friend who had loved her with a mother's 
fondness, she shrank into a corner muttering 
something in which I could only distinguish 
the name of Seaward Sarsfield. Never shall 
I forget her appearance then : her hair was 
swept back from her haggard features, and 
her eyes glared into mine with the fire of 
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insanity — that fire which is terrible to behold 
at any time, but which is doubly so when we 
see it in the eyes of those we love." 

' ' Yes, yes ; but what has this to do with 
me?" 

^^ It has much to do with you. I told you 
tliat Edith Cliesterton was the betrothed wife 
of Sir Capel : she came to me in Brussels the 
victim of Seaward's villainy. The first symp- 
tom of her malady had shown itself in a 
brooding melancholy, and no one, of course, 
knew that it depended solely on her con- 
dition; it was a shock she received which 
caused that malady to become a settled one 
until she died, which was only a few months 
afterwards. She never recovered her reason, 
even for a second. That shock was caused by 
iiearing that Seaward was detained in Dublin 
for a theft, and would have been transported 
but for his brother. Sir Capel, overwhelmed 
with grief about it, came to the Castle one 
night, and told the whole story to Mr. Des- 
mond in Edith's presence. This was done, I 
suppose, through an honourable scruple, as 
the Desmonds might have objected to a union 
between the two houses ; but Sir Capel had 
no idea then how his brother and his pro- 
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raised wife liad betrayed him. After thi^ 
^hock, the truth was found out by her inco- 
herent ravings, and a few letters which were 
found in her desk. Seaward left the country 
without seeing her, thus bringing his villainy 
to a climax. Ah, ErroU, I could not tell you 
how I felt, on meeting my poor girl when 
they brought me to her in Brussels ; she was 
in such a miserable plight. I wept, I raved, 
and became almost as great a lunatic as she 
was herself. Poor Edith, how I loved her ! 
for mine was a strange heart — ^it never really 
loved but her until now, and now you are in 
her place there, ErroU. I was nearly grown 
to womanhood when she was a child, but 
imtil her sister's marriage we had always 
lived together. Little wonder then that I 
should wail and mourn over . the wreck of 
my lost darling." 

A warm pressure of the hand he held proved 
that Erroll was not unmoved. ^^What was 
the theft ? Did he rob a bajak, or plui^er 
Oonshavale," he asked, bitterly. 

'' Neither. He was on a visit with a friend 
in Dublin, who, careless in all his habits, 
kept large sums of money in his house 
instead of banking it. Seaward, or rather 



266 THE SECBET OF TWO HOUSES. 

William, as lie was then generally called, 
took advantage of it, and robbed him of 
£4,000. But it was all a private transaction : 
there was no prosecution; the money was 
paid-up, and he was set at large, on conditions^ 
that he should at once quit the country for 
ever. These conditions were not Sir Capel's, 
who, knowing nothing then of the faithless- 
ness of his promised wife, was disposed to be 
lenient to his brother ; but as his friend was 
determined, he had to succumb, for on no 
other terms would he set aside the authority 
of the law." 

ErroU sighed heavily, and glanced at 
Dorina, as he said, '' I am, then, the child of 
this villain Seaward and of the unfortunate 
Edith Chesterton. I was told, among the 
tissue of falsehoods which hid my true con- 
dition from me, that I was a twin." Miss 
Landford's eyes, following the direction of 
the young man's glance, saw Dorina, appa- 
rently unmoved, listening attentively to every 
word that passed. She could hardly control 
her indignation at that cold unsympathetic 
bearing, and, wondering what could be the 
cause of such a metamorphosis, she forgot 
to reply, until Erroll added, ^^ Surely one is- 
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suflScient to bear this ignominy. If I be a 
twin, death must have been kind to the other, 
since that other — ^is not Mrs. Laflfere ?" 

^' You are not a twin," said Miss Landford, 
with diflficulty withdrawing her gaze from 
Dorina. '' That was a subterfuge, by which 
the honour of the family was to be saved- 
Three days after you were born at my house^ 
in Brussels, Mrs. Desmond gave birth to her 
only daughter, now Mrs. Laffere ; and you 
were brought back to the Castle as Mrs. Des- 
mond's twin-bom child with her. Edith 
never recovered her senses ; her heart was- 
broken, and she died with your first breath." 

^^ But my father?" 

^' He never wrote; but we heard that 
instead of going abroad he remained in 
London, and, after hearing of Edith's death, 
married a yoimg creature who became Mil- 
dred's mother." 

"Ah! I am beginning to imderstand it 
more clearly now. Did Mrs. Desmond adopt 
me with the sanction of her husband ?" 

" She did. He was one of the best and 
kindest of men, and was as chary of the family 
honour as she was herself. You were brought 
up as their second son, being only those three 
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days older than her daughter Emily, and, as 
long as Walter lived, no evil could have re- 
sulted from this plan; it was his untimely death 
which brought about what has now occurred. 
Poor Mrs. Desmond had always a presen- 
timent of something taking place which 
should reveal her sister's shame. In justice 
to Lynmore she could not long conceal your 
true position after that occurred ; and but for 
your marriage and her own ill health you 
would have known it sooner. She bade me 
ask Lynmore to forgive her for keeping him 
out of his inheritance for nearly two years." 
Desmond's only reply to the last words 
uttered by Miss Landford was to kiss her 
withered cheek with an emotion he could not 
conceal. Then, laying his hand on ErroU's 
shoulder, he said, '' You will be my brother 
still, in spite of fate and fortune. I want you 
to do something for me, and if you refuse I 
shall never forgive you." He handed him 
his pocket-book, and pointed out a particular 
date, to which was appended Lady Ada 
Orayston's signature; but Erroll, believing 
that Lynmore said this only for the sake of 
putting himself under an obligation to him 
out of pity, or through an old feeling of 
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aflfection, was about to reply bitterly, when 
he added, ^' She promised to let me run away 
with her on that date, which, of course, in 
our sad state of mourning is impossible. 
However, you can help me for all that. I 
shall test her." And thus was Erroll good- 
naturedly deceived, and not the less was the 
other generous. 

All further conversation was cut short by 
the re-appearance of Seaward, who, again 
holding his watch right before Miss Land- 
ford, said, '' Half an hour to the second you 
see, madam ; it is expired, and 1 am here." 
She made no reply; nor, indeed, did any 
one else, for no one seemed to relish the 
intrusion. However, not at all disconcerted, 
he turned to Erroll, adding, '' Well, my lad, 
now that you have heard all about me, shall 
we not be friends? Give me your hand." 
But the young man turned away from him 
with a look of disgust, and refused. ^' This 
is not what I expected from you. Surely 
for the one crime committed in youth it is 
too severe a chastisement ! " 

^' The one crime ! " retorted Erroll, angrily. 
^' If you tax your memory, sir, you will find 
you are wrong in your calculation." 
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^^ No ; I swear I am not. Wicked I have 
been, but I committed only one criminal 
offence, and that I stand here acknowledging. 
I am guilty of robbery — " 

" That is the minor one. It was not that 
which seared another shame into my heart — 
it was not that which killed my mother ! " 

^'Ah! poor Edith! too surely it was that 
which killed her. The shock of hearing her 
husband accused of robbery — " 

^' Her husband ! " interrupted Sir Capel. 
And those two words were echoed by Erroll 
and the others so excitedly, that Seaward 
looked from one to the other for an explana- 
tion. 

^^Was Edith your wife? — ^your lawfiil 
wife ? " said Miss Landford, seizing his hand 
eagerly. 

'' Who doubted it ? What under Heaven 
do your looks portend ? Surely no one ever 
doubted that Edith was my wife ? If so, let 
them go to a little church, not three miles 
distant, and read it registered there. If that 
does not satisfy them, they shall have other 
proofs. It was a private marriage, because 
she was engaged to my brother ; and it was 
scarcely two months afterwards when I left 
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Ireland. I since learned that the shock un- 
settled her mind; but I was reckless then, 
and, feeling myself ruined, thought that the 
less she heard about me the better it would 
be for herself; consequently, I never wrote. 
I was a villain ! — a fickle, heartless villain ! 
— and I deserted her wilfiilly. Nothing can 
alter that fact." 

'' But she was your wife ? Thank Heaven 
she was your wife. And yet it is hard 
to believe it," murmured Miss Landlord, 
suspiciously. 

^' It is not half so hard for you to believe 
it as it is for me to understand how this 
egregious mistake could have occurred at all., 
I knew that Edith kept our marriage a secret 
for a few weeks, because she was ashamed of 
having treated Capel so cruelly. But after 
my misfortune, surely she explained all 
about it ? " 

'^ Poor dear ! She was not capable of ex- 
plaining anything then ; her mind became a 
ruin from the moment she heard what you 
had done, and never a ray of reason came to 
show us that she was an honest woman. Oh ! 
my darling — my darling, how we all have 
wronged you." Miss Landford shed no tears 
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when she spoke thus, but her face wore an 
expression of the keenest regret and sorrow. 
Many little details were entered into, after 
which Sir Capel told Erroll to take his father's 
hand, and forgive the past. The young man 
obeyed, but in a dreamy, absent manner ; for 
already the mistake, which had saddened 
almost all Mrs. Desmond's married life, wa» 
forgotten in the complex of thought which 
Dorina's manner now awoke within him^ 
Seaward had long ago assured him that she 
was ambitious, and he began to suspect her 
of an unworthy motive in marrying him, 
and with that suspicion all the bitterness of 
his disappointment again returned. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

love's triumph. 

If Dorina had really married ErroU only 
through ambition, of course she would have 
been severely punished in his downfall. But 
she had loved him, and was happy, until Miss 
Setmore came between them. Then his 
coldness and neglect not only roused her 
natural pride, but stung her jealousy in its 
tenderest point ; and the fact of his not 
being the heir of Castlethomond did not 
alter matters between them. 

Although Miss Landford understood all 
this, she could not reconcile herself to Dorina's 
present manner. She felt that she herself 
had been duped and betrayed into breaking 
her own promise to Mrs. Desmond ; but why 
Dorina should act thus she could not com- 
prehend. She followed her to her own room, 

VOL. II. "t 
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however, and entered without ceremony, an 
invasion which Dorina seemed inclined to 
resent. But no one could keep long angry 
with the little lady, who, with a tact of her 
own, brought about the conversation which 
she most wished for. 

'' I fear you are carrying your pride too 
far, my dear," she said, bluntly. '^ Why did 
you treat Erroll so unkindly as not to prepare 
him for his bitter disappointment ? " 

^^ Why? Oh, Miss Landford, did he pre- 
pare me for the life-long misery he is laying 
out for me ? If I treated him coldly, it was 
not through revenge ; that would be a poor 
revenge indeed for what I have suffered. If 
I were cold, it was to hide how much I loved 
him." 

^^A strange mode of proceeding. I am 
disappointed in you, for I believed you were 
staunch and true, although — " The blunt old 
maid stopped in some confusion at the look 
that met her own. 

'' Although I am a common farmer's 
daughter," supplied Dorina. '' Well, Miss 
Laudford, I am not ashamed of that. I am 
only ashamed of — nothing." 

" Dorina Sarsfield. Sarsfield is your name, 
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my dear; you must accustom yourself to 
that." 

'' Yes, I know. What does it matter ? " 

"Much, I think, in your case; at all 
events, if ErroU were still a Desmond, and 
the owner of this Castle, you would not have 
deserted him.^' 

Dorina looked at her with a wild, question- 
ing lodi, but answered calmly, " I know 
you do not think that of me. Deserted him ! 
I am only about to do that now. I am going 
back to my parents, the humble farming 
people of Rosmary.'^ 

"Good gracious! you dreadful creature, 
you are even worse than what I thought. 
This conduct is most uncharitable. Un- 
<jharitable — ^why, chUd, it is breaking your 
marriage contract." 

"Indeed — ^but you do not understand; 
however, let that rest. He told me, long 
ago, that as long as I was cold to him he 
loved me. He shall find me cold enough now." 

" In this, then, there is a hope of winning 
him back?" 

" That time is past." 

" I confess I cannot make you out." 

" Do you really think I cared for ErroU's 
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loss of position ; or that I had any feeling on- 
the subject, apart firom what he felt in disap- 
pointment ? I did not care, — not the slightest. 
He would have just been the same to me if 
he were the lowliest of the low as he is now. 
I love him, and he is my husband, — ^that is 
sufficient ; indeed, that very loss of position 
is, in my mind, the only thing needed to 
perfect him : it will rouse the eneigy and 
talents which have lain so long dormant, and 
altogether make him a better man. But this 
has nothing to do with what you want to 
know. I am not changed by his altered for-^ 
tune ; see how Miss Setmore will endure it." 

^' Miss Setmore ? What has she to do with 
his fortime ? " 

'' Perhaps not much, for she is rich ; but 
— but — oh, it is very terrible ! " 

'^ My love, my dear Dorina, tell me plainly 
what this means; be guided by me. Let 
my worldly wisdom assist your inexperience; 
for perhaps this is the last time I shall ever 
have it in my power to serve you." These 
simple words broke down the barrier of 
Dorina's pride, and she gave way to a 
paroxysm of tears, which is generally the 
safety-valve of a woman's heart. 
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^' You are very good to me," she said, when 
she had wept herself cahn. ^' You were always 
good to me, and I never will forget it." 

''But to the point. Why did you talk of 
going to Rosmary, instead of following your 
husband's lot bravely and cheerfully, as every 
loyal wife would do ?" 

'' I cannot tell you that — I cannot tell you 
that. You love ErroU, and you will never 
forsake him. These are your words — ^this is 
your promise.'' 

' ' Dorina Sarsfield, listen to me, and don't 
let your jealousy get the better of your 
reason. I always doubted that girl. Miss 
Setmore, and I do not know how much of 
your trust in ErroU she may have destroyed. 
Some say they were to have eloped together ; 
but he never could think of bringing such a 
disgrace as that to his family." 

'' He has no family ; no, nor fortune either. 
See, will she bear that test ? " 

'' My dear, what has name or fortune to do 
with a girl like Miss Setmore ? She loses one 
by eloping with a married man." 

'' Yes, I forgot that." And Dorina began to 
pace the room distractedly, as she always did 
in anxious thought. She was totally oblivious 



278 TEE SECRET OF TWO EOUSES. 

of her friend's actions, and the quick-witted 
little lady, taking advantage of it, contrived 
not only to pull the bell, but to scrawl a, fevr 
words on a soiled visiting card, which she 
found on the mantel-piece. 

A servant entered while Dorina was still 
walking to and fro, and Miss Landford^ 
taking care to be between her and the door, 
slipped the card into the girl's hand before 
the indignant wife had recovered herself 
sufficiently to inquire what she wanted. 

^'Nothing," replied the old maid, demurely; 
" I suppose she thought there was no one 
here. Now, my dear, let me know who told 
you this about your husband. 1 11 be bound 
it was your maid, who, pulling a chord with 
his valet, must inevitably know everything 
but the truth about everybody." But this 
was not the case ; the farmer's daughter had 
not condescended to speak of her husband to 
her waiting-maid. She was acting on Erroll'& 
own admission ; and as she was deliberating 
as to how far she was to take Miss Landford 
into her confidence, ErroU himself came 
hastily into the room. A sign from the 
elder lady cautioned him to silence, and he 
took a seat quietly by the window. 
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Looking out thus on the broad landscape 
that stretched before him, it was not in 
human nature to rise superior to regret for 
its loss; but to do him justice, that was 
second to the regret he now felt for his 
conduct towards the only woman he had ever 
loved. He knew he had gone too far, that in 
the hope of rousing Dorina to something like 
a passionate jealousy, he had recklessly en- 
couraged the preference of a vain girl, who 
was only too willing to become his dupe. He 
boasted of it to his wife, told her even the 
foolish falsehood of an elopement being on 
foot ; but still Dorina seemed indifferent. He 
knew nothing of the volcano that raged in 
her bosom, or of the pride that armed her 
with dignity. But so much for woman's 
independence ; one word of the old affection 
from him, and all that dignity would have 
been scattered to the winds. 

With her usual cleverness, Miss Landford 
dived at once into the very pith of the 
subject that was uppermost in her mind. 
Erroll refuted nothing of what he was 
accused, and, never once looking towards 
Dorina, he handed his little friend a key, 
and told her to open a portmanteau which 
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she would find in a certain corner of his 
dressing-room. The good lady bustled off to 
execute this strange order of her favourite ; 
but, with the exception of another key, the 
portmanteau was empty ; this she possessed 
herself of, and returned to him more indig- 
nant than ever. He did not resent her re- 
proaches, but, merely bringing a little desk 
which always stood beside Dorina's jewel- 
box, he placed it in his wife's hand, and 
opened it with the key from the portmanteau. 

The first object that met Dorina's eyes was 
the letter Erroll had written to Miss Setmore 
a few hours before Mrs. Desmond's death. 
The name of the lady to whom it was 
addressed was sufficient, for, letting it fall, 
as though it stung her, she turned to her 
liusband, reproachfully, '' This is adding 
insult to injury," she began. But he inter- 
rupted her. 

'^ Read it," he said. She refused to do so, 
and Miss Landford, without the smallest 
compunction, snatched it from her, and tore 
it open. '^ Wait one moment," added Erroll. 
On this letter hangs my fate. I know not 
what feelings it may call forth in Dorina, 
either for or against me. I have been told, 
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and I now fear it is the truth, that she 
became my wife for the gratification of a 
cold ambition; for since she knows that I 
am not the heir of Castlethomond, she has 
shown me an indifference not to be 
mistaken." 

'^It is my opinion that you are both 
playing a very ridiculous game of cross-pur- 
poses," returned Miss Landlord. ^^But as 
Dorina has me on her side, she is sure to 
come off victorious. So now, ErroU, I tell 
you frankly, that nothing could excuse your 
attention to that detestable girl." 

" Read the letter." 

''And if there be any truth in the elope- 
ment — " 

'' Read the letter." 

" Well, to please you I will." 

''Dear Miss Setmore, — ^When this reaches 
you, what will you think of me? Every- 
thing that is bad; and yet not worse than 
your past experience proved me. I acknow- 
ledge now that my late attentions to you 
were paid through a most imworthy motive 
— ^that motive being to pique the jealousy of 
my own wife. I can say nothing in extenua- 
tion of those attentions which your brilliant 
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beauty might have ahnost excused. I have 
not even tliis excuse, however, for your 
charms shone upon a heart of ice. I saw, 
but felt them not, because my whole being^ 
was engrossed by one who can never return 
my love, except by a tame aflfection. Dorina 
has been the one passion of my life ; and in 
the disappointment I feel in not being able 
to awaken a similar passion in her, you are 
justly avenged. — P.S. This is written at 
three o'clock, a.m. You will receive it in a 
few hours. And when you consign it to the 
flames, let the writer sink into oblivion a& 
quickly, for he is unworthy of your most 
trivial regret. — Yours, &c., 

'' Erroll Desmond.'' 

Miss Landford read it carefully, repeated 
the date, and compared notes in her own 
mind, then said, '^ This letter was written 
the morning of Mrs. Desmond's death. I 
understand now, it never reached its destina- 
tion. But you were in the fern grotto with 
Miss Setmore ? " 

'' Yes ; the night of the croquet-party. I 
brought her there designedly. Dorina was 
behind me all the time, and heard every 
word I uttered." 
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^^It was a most unfair treatment for any 
girl," remarked the unappeased wife. 

^^Not at all, my dear." retorted Miss 
Landford. ^' Any one could see that it was 
she who made love to him. However, it was 
a foolish schoolboy trick the .whole thing, 
and proves what I said long ago. If his 
mind had been usefiilly employed, it never 
would have lent itself to anything so utterly 
senseless. It was simply done for want of 
something better to do. You men will never 
learn to understand us women. You think 
that because we are not always throwing 
lumps of love at you, we are cold, reserved^ 
and all that kind of thing. You are not the 
first yoimg fellow I have known to get into 
a scrape through idleness. Now, ErroU, I 
told you I intended to adopt you as my son ; 
but I will cut you off with a shilling if you 
do not employ your time and talents with 
advantage to your wife and family. Useful-^ 
ness is a noble aim. God made man the 
worker because of his strength. Woman is 
only the loving tendril, which flourishes best 
when having something strong to cling to. 
I have said you were a dreamer, and so you 
are, in one sense ; but, thank Heaven ! not in 
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the general acceptation of the term. You 
are not a poet, or rather you have not much 
poetry in your composition; therefore, you 
will get on well in life if you set yourself to 
it. Poetry is a pernicious drug, to be avoided 
as poison by every sensible mind : it brings 
nothing but sorrow with it. Poets are proud, 
refined, and, oh ! so miserably sensitive. 
ErroU, thank. God you are not that!" She 
stopped abruptly, and looked sorrowfully at 
the splendid face turned full upon her in 
astonishment. 

" You always professed to care for poetry," 
said ErroU, mockingly. 

^ ' And I never profess anything I do not 
feel. Nevertheless, I am thankfiil that you 
have not much poetry in your nature. Poetic 
temperaments are rare, and, oh! believe me, 
they should be tenderly handled ; to6 rough 
a touch can crush the spirit as surely as it 
can break the heart. Sometimes the spirit 
flashes back scorn for scorn ; but the arrow 
is left to rankle in ijbe wound for all that. 
Ah ! Erroll, your mother, although she 
deceived one man through the persuasive 
sophistry of another, which Dorina will 
better explain than I can, your mother was 
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a poet. Her nature was what a poet's nature 
always is, and — and she died with the first 
keen blast of sorrow that swept over her 
young life. But enough of this. You are a 
man of superior intellect, and that intellect 
must be employed nobly, for, as I before^told 
you, I will have no idler for my heir. You 
must be a man in deed as well as in looks, 
that I can assure you. Now, sir, do you see 
the folly of your plan in deceiving and 
annoying Dorina ? " 

^^ I do. I candidly admit that I was very 
wrong, and I am heartily sorry for it," 
answered the contrite ErroU. ^' But if you 
make me your heir. Miss Landford, Dorina's^ 
ambition may yet be gratified, and I would 
like to j&nistrate that at all hazard." 

"And what is Dorina's ambition?" asked 
the little lady, indignantly. "It is this: it 
is to be worthy of the grade she sprang from 
— to be a true and loyal wife — to honom* 
God, and walk in the path of virtue : that is^ 
her ambition. And yours should be to make 
yourself her equal, which you can never doy 
my fine gentleman. She is a noble woman 
— a splendid creature — " 

How long Miss Landford might have gone 
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on summing up Dorina's excellences, it is 
impossible to say, had not her eyes casually 
rested on the beaming face of her whom she 
was extolling, and saw forgiveness there. 
So she beat a hasty retreat from the room. 
But even before the door was closed she saw 
Dorina in her husband's arms, receiving his 
caresses with a warmth that must have satis- 
fied him at last. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

GRADE. 

Seaward departed from Clonshavale as mys- 
teriously as he had entered it, and it was 
years afterwards when Sir Capel heard that 
he was still roaming about, sowing his 
wild oats, which evidently were never to be 
finished, until he should reap them in the 
other world. The bank-notes he had taken 
from the plate closet were genuine, and 
their numbers unknown ; tliey were no doubt 
the foimdation of his future prospects, — 
sand, — how could it be otherwise ? 

About two years after Mrs. Desmond's 
demise, a pleasant little party was gathered 
on the lawn at Castlethomond — ^nine in 
number, if, indeed, the tiny morsel of 
hiunanity which a nurse carried in her 
arms as carefully as if it were a bit of glass 
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©ould be counted one. Howerer, LvnizKaie^s 
wife, our old Mend Lady Ada. counted her 
babv A 1. so. of coupse, should ereirbodT 
eke. Moila iras^ of the little party, looldng- 
very happy under the brim of her gipsy bat. 
She had been the bearer of a letter fiom 
KfjisuxHTV Farm, and had taken her seat 
beside Jlildred Sarefield, after delrrering it 
to the landlord- 

" My dear Moila,^ he remarked, '•what a 
mountain your fisither makes out of nothing'.^' 
Whereupon theyoungwife, being both corioiis 
and impudent, as all young wires natmaDy 
are, demanded to be informed what the 
mountain wan composed of. "Mr. M*Der- 
inott writes to tliank me for the improvements 
our Dolierty has been superintending, and 
wliic^h are now completed. Just as if our 
dear little Moila were not about to make 
Uosmary the future home of Charles and 
herrtolf, and that we did not take a delight 
in paying her by little instalments our debt 
of gratitude, — eh, Ada?'' 

" Just indeed," said her ladyship. ^* Dear, 
good little Moila ; what should we have done 
without her long ago, — eh, Lyny ?'' But 
Lynmorc said no more on this delicate 
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subject, for Lord Grayston glanced im- 
ploringly at his daughter for mercy. 

The farmer had shifted the principal burden 
of Rosmary on to Rochfort's young shoulders, 
instead of letting Moila leave her parents' 
home. They could not bear to part with their 
second child, although they were well satisfied 
that Dorina was happy in the distance which 
divided them. Her letters from abroad were 
frequent, and cheering to the last degree, 
and they had every reason to be satisfied, 
for she was a happy wife. Erroll had 
realized her expectations at Jast, and in 
a Government appointment employed the 
talents which she knew he had always pos- 
sessed ; while Miss Landford, unwilling to 
part with her adopted heir, took up her 
abode with them ; and her last piece of 
eccentricity was, to call their little son by 
her own Christian name, Henrietta, which, 
however, friends and relations slyly con- 
verted into Harry ; and Harry was an idol. 

Toby Downs lives as usual at Rosmary, 
and is not likely ever either to leave it or 
to improve himself. However, his faithful- 
ness, being a bond between him and the 
M^Dermotts, was destined to be handed 

VOL. II. u 
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down to posterity, through the oKve branches 
of the future Rochforts. 

Some of the neighbours say that Mildred 
Sarsfield is about to follow Moila's example 
in bringing home a life-long companion to 
Clonshavale; but she declares that such is 
not the fact. She wonders why people gene- 
rally believe that the marriage state is neces- 
sary to happiness. Surely Miss Landford 
and Sir Capel are proofs to the contrary; 
and there are many like them. There are 
thousands of people, thank God, who make 
the sunshine of life out of their own good 
qualities, and who need no help from mortal. 
They not only make their own happiness, 
but they promote the welfare of others, with 
an unselfish kindness that brightens all before 
it. 

This summer's evening the little party on 
the lawn seemed unusually gay; even the 
baronet looked yoimger and better than he 
did two yeai-s before, and insisted on making 
Charley Rochfort jealous, in spite of Moila's 
remonstrance. Thus let us leave them, happy 
as we would see all our friends, despite the 
barrier which sometimes separates truth fi-om 
truth, or the high and honourable natm-e 
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from its counterpart ; for though Moila and 
Dorina were fortunate enough to be appre- 
ciated by those so far above them in station, 
how many sad examples have we to the 
contrary! But it is generally thus, true 
nobility is hunable and kind to the last 
degree ; it is usually the parvenu who is 
overbearing and haughty. However, let 
real aristocracy consist in what it may, truth 
and virtue should be appreciated in all 
classes ; for in the castle, the farm, the palace, 
and the cabin, are to be found the diflference 
of grade, not only of position but of nature ; 
refinement or vulgarity are innate, and not 
confined to any one particular station ; either 
is bom with the peasant or the king. Edu- 
cation and good trailing i^ay do much to 
hide or lessen, but it cannot root out vulgarity 
of mind, no more than refinement can be 
engrafted into the disposition that is foreign 
to its heaven-bom gift. 



THE END. 



■. i, iKuou, took's oodrt, qbakcibv lank. . 
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"It is a well-constructed plot, and written in an easy, 
unaffected style." — The Reporter. 
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— Public Opinion. 
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passages.'' — John Bull, 

" The authoress has accomplished all she attempted in a. 
manner that deserves high praise, and we venture to offer 
her the assurance that she will secure the admiration of 
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consideration of this kind, however, — and all literary 
efforts must stand or fall by their own innate merits, — 
every one who reads ' Lonely Hours ' must confess that 
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welcome Mrs. Fisher as a warbler whose strains are all the 
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authoress possesses many of the qualities of the genuine 
poet — fine feeling, a good ear, and a sympathy with ex- 
ternal nature. There is an absence of affectation in her 
pieces, too, which raises her above the ordinary crowd of 
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to memory, alike from the beauty of the words and the 
excellence of the sentiment. For the sake of these we 
desire to offer a word of encouragement to the young poet. 
We have no doubt she can produce something much better 
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before the public again, after a proper interval, with a few 
short poems upon which she has concentrated her powers, 
eschewing all imagery which savours of the commonplace, 
and clothing her thoughts in the simple and elegant 
language of which it is evident she possesses no common 
fund." — Dublin Evening Mail^ November 4, 1864. 

" We cordially commend this little volume to the perusal 
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as our verdict, in the words of another poet, that * a thing 
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naturalness about almost all of them which constitutes 
their peculiar charm. In a young lady's first publication, 
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highly gifted and accomplished lady. We heartily con- 
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trust that her volume of poems, replete as they are with 
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STRANDED, BUT NOT LOST. By Dorothy Brom- 
YABD. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

THE SECRET OF TWO HOUSES. By Fanny Fisher. 
2 vols., 21s. 

THE SEDGEBOROUGH WORLD. By A. Farebrother. 
2 vols., 21s. 

" There is no little novelty and a large fund of amusement in * The 
Sedgeborough World.* " — Illustrated London News. 
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THE SURGEON'S SECRET. By Sydney Mosttn. 
OrowB Syo, 108. 6d. 

"A most exciting novel — ^the beat on our Hat. It may be fairlj 
veoommended as « very extraordinary book.*' — John Bull, 

TIMOTHY CRIPPLE ; or, " LIFE'S A FEAST." By 
Thomas Aubiol Robinson. 2 Tols., 2l8. 

THE TRUE STORY OF HUGH NOBLE'S FLIGHT. 
By the Authoress of ** What Her Face Said.'* lOs. 6d. 

^ A pleasant story, with touches of exqnisite pathos, well told by 
one who is master of an excellent and sprightly style," — Standard, 

** An unpretending, yet very pathetic story. . . . We can con- 
gratulate the author on having achieved a signal suooess." — Qraphic, 
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AGES : a Story in Three Books. 3 vols., 3Is. 6d. 
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A work of no commonplace character." — Sunday Times, 



TOM DELANY OF TUBBERMORE. By Robert 
Thtmnb, Author of ** Bavensdale." 3 vols., 81s. 6d. 

WEIMAR'S TRUST. By Mrs. Edward Christian. 
8 vols., 81s. 6d. 

WILL SHE BEAR IT1 A Tale of the Weald. 3 vols., 
8l8. 6d. 

** This is a clever story, easily and naturally told, and the reader's 
interest sustained throughout. .... A pleasant, readable book, 
such as we can heartily recommend as likely to do good service in the 
dull and foggy days before us." — Spectator. 

^ Written with simplicity, good feeling, and good sense, and marked 
throughout by a high moral tone, which is all the more powerful from 
never being obtrusive. .... The interest is kept up with increas- 
ing power to the last." — Standard, 

*' The story is a love tale, and the interest is almost entirely confined 
to the heroine, who is certainly a good girl, bearing unmerited sorrow 
with patience and resignation. The heroine's young friend is also 
attractive. ... As for the seventh commandment its breach is not 
even alluded to." — Athenasum, 

*' A story of English country life in the early part of this century, 
thoroughly clever and interesting, and pleasantly and naturally told. 

In every way we entertain a very high opinion of this 

book."— ^rap^. 
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THE INSIDIOUS THIEF: 

A TALE FOE HUMBLE FOLXB. 
BY ONE OF THEMSELVES. 

Crown 8to, 58. Second Edition. 



"Ought to be in the hands of every temperance lecturer and 
missionary in the kingdom, and in every MechaDics* Institute library, 
for it is an able, interesting, and persuasive volume on the evils of strong 
drink, that cannot fail to do much good." — Court Oircular, ' 

" Have we here a new writer or a practised hand turned to a new 
subject? In either case we congratulate ourselves upon our good 
fortune. We do not hesitate to characterise ' The Insidious Thief as 
a most original and powerful book. .... The only disappoint- 
ment felt on concluding the perusal of the last chapter was tiiat a 
story so humorous and pathetic, so powerful and absorbing, had come 
to an end." — The Templar, 

** Few will take it up without going right through it with avidity, and 
without being converted to teetotalism — feeling a deeper hatred to that 
frightful and damnable vice which works such terrible results. . . . 
Our temperance readers ought to get this book and lend it to all their 
friends." — LUerwry World. 

** The power with which this story is wrought out is very remarkable, 
and its pages literally sparkle with home truths and loving sympathies. 
From the first chapter to the last the interest of the reader is unflag- 
gingly sustained. The characters are full of Ufe, energy, and reality. 
We take to our hearts, as it were, the eccentric old sailor. Uncle Wood. 
. . . . We heartily recommend * The ludidious Thief * to all who 
wish to do battle with the iniquitous and evil-propagating drinking 
customs of our age. It will arm them with many a keen and trenchant 
weapon for the battle that must be fought." — English Good Templar. 

** * The Insidious Thief ' is a protest against the prevalent abuse of 
strong drinks. We see on the title page that it is a ' Tale for Humble 
Folks, written by One of Themselves ; ' and, we think, the simple 
earnestness of the style will bring its advice home to its readers among 
the lower classes. The author does not fall into the common error of 
condemning every man who drinks a glass of beer — that wholesale 
condemnation does a great deal more harm than good. There are some 
humorous touches in it, and the character of Uncle Wood, the sailor, 
is.excellently drawn. . . . We recommend this volume warmly to 
our readers. It is excellently printed and elegantly bound." — Lloyd's 
Weekly Newspaper, 

** We are bound to say that it is in some respects very powerful, and 
in no sense the * ordinary temperance tale * — if by that is meant a hash 
of weak and unnaturally overdrawn portraits and long inconsequent 
sermonisings. This story is carefully written, and clearly by a practised 
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hand, who knows low life well, both in its worst and best aspects, and 
who can artistically select and condense, and thus gain forcible dramatic 
effects, not unrelieved occasionally by a self-controlled humour, which 
would be sardonic now and then, were it not that it is purified by the 
unmistakable presence of a certain patient wisdom which waits for 
results. Here and there this writer, when dealing with certain types, 
reminds us, in his recurring sudden quaintness of touch, of Mr. Henry 
Holbeach ; and again, in his power of deepening an impiession by a 

subtle representation of detail, of Mr. Far j eon A book of 

this sort should be tested by the whole impression produced ; and in 
this respect it stands the test well — better than any other temperance 
story we remember to have read. It is, in truth, valuable also for 
practical hints ; and, in the best form, setis forth lessons which most of 
us would be better to remember, with regard to adverse influences at 
work among the struggling classes.*' — Nonconformist. 

*' Here is an excellent temperance tale from the pen of a ready and 
powerful writer, issued by a publisher not connected with the temperance 
movement. The tale is one of great interest, and deserves the hearty 
patronage of the temperance public.** — The Temperance Rfx^ord. 

** The thief here pourtrayed is that very insidious one, drink — or the 
habit of drinking — which, in truth, robs a man of everything. Written 
for humble folks, by one of themselves, the story cannot fall to have a 
good and wholesome influence among the class for whom it is intended. 
One good feature in it, as distinguished from temperance stories 
generally, is that, though it paints the drunkard's fate as black as 
possible, it restores him repentant to his friends and to his position in 
society." — Standard. ^ 

" A very remarkable tale concerning a man who, being in a respectable 
situation, lost it, and brought himself and his family to ruin by 
drunkenness ; and afterwards recovered himself by total abstinence. 

The author displays considerable power of narration, and 

carries the reader along with unflagging interest to the end. .... 
We should be glad to see a new and cheaper edition obtaining (what it 
well deserves) a large circulation. The graphic faculty of the author, 
as displayed in more than one character and scene, should be cultivated 
and encoinraged, and particularly when it is exercised in a good cause.'* 
— The Watchman, 

" This is described on the title page as * A Tale for Humble Folks by 
One of Themselves,* but it may be read with interest by all conditions of 
people, and with advantage to some of them. The tale is told with 
genuine feeling always, and occasionally with a quaint humour which 
readers will admire. > There are some admirably drawn characters 

introduced " — The News of the World. 

** This is a temperance tale of more than ordinary ability 

He (the author) writes with an earnestness and vigour which cannot 

fail to make a profound impression on his readers Many 

of the characters are well drawn, and much humour is developed in the 
sketch of Uncle Wood — a second edition, on a small scale, of the 
inimitable Captain Cuttle." — The Leeds Mercury. 

** In plain and simple language, without the least attempt at literary 
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art or adornment, the author of this brief story tells the history of a 
family of which he was the eldest son. The story is that of a clerk in 
humble circumstances, whose home consists of two rooms in the heart of 
the city of London. Here, with his young wife and two children, he enjoys 
much true domestic happiness, until he becomes acquainted with the 
* insidious thief/ .... He falls ; and the chapters in which this 
part of the story is told lead us to expect something much more care- 
full 7 worked out, fuller in detail, and abounding in dramatic writing, 

from the pen of this author at a future day The book is 

right in tone, and sufficiently entertaining to make readers desire a 
further acquaintance with its writer. Temperance people ought to 
have their attention called to the Insidious Thief ^ wluch will form an 
excellent addition to the stock of tales advocating their principles." — 
The Derby Mercury. 



POETEY, PAMPHLETS, &c. 



M 



ARY DESMOND, AND OTHER POEMS. By 

Nicholas J. Gannon. Fop. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

BALAK AND BALAAM IN EUROPEAN COSTUME. 
By the Bev. James Kean, M.A., Assistant to the Incumbent 
of Markinch, Fife. 6d., sewed. 

ANOTHER ROW AT DAME EUROPA'S SCHOOL. 
ShowiDg how John's Cook made an Irish Stew, and what 
came of it. 6d., sewed. 

THE GOLDEN PATH : a Poem. By Isabella Stuart. 
6d., sewed. 
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PUTTYPUT'S PEOTEGEE; 

Oft, 

ROAD, RAIL, AND RIVER: 

A HUMOftOUS STOBT IN THREE BOOKS. 

BY HENRY GKORGE CHURCHILL. 

1 VoL Crown Sro (uniform with "The Mistress of Langdale Hall"), with 
14 Illustrations by Wallis Mackat. Post free, 4s. Second Edition. 



.THE FOUBTEEK mnirPAGB IIiLirSTBATIONS. 

1. The Voyapre of Discovery (Frontispiece). 

2. The Escape from Bortonbrook Ayslum (Vignette). 
8. In a Garret near the Sky. 

4. The Happy Family, 

5. The Road I Hunted Down ! Gone Away. 

6. The Lucky Number. 

7. Bob Bembrow's Party. 

8. Bob and Dollops. 

9. The Devonaherry Brothers* 

10. A Waif from the Ocean. 

11. Slitherem thinks Half a Loaf better than no Bread. 
* 12. The Dissolution of Partnership. 

13. The Particular Purpose. 

14. The River I All's Well that Ends Well. 

*' It is a lengthened and diversified farce, full of screaming fan and 
comic delineation — a rejection of Dickens, Mrs. Malaprop, and Mr. 
Boncicault, and dealing with various descriptions of social life. We 
have read and laughed, pooh>poohed, and read again, ashamed of our 
interest, bat our interest has been too strong for our shame. Readers 
may do worse than surrender themselves to its melo-dramatic enjoy- 
ment. From title-page to colophon, only Dominie Sampson's epithet 
can describe it — ^it is * prodigious.' " — British Quarterly Review, 

** It is impossible to read * Puttyput's Prot^g^* without being reminded 
at every turn of the contemporary st^ge, and the impression it leaves on 
the mind is very similar to that produced by witnessing a .whole 
evening's entertainment at one of our popular theatres." — Echo, 
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Just pubiiflhed, in one handsome volume, with Frontispiece and 
Vignette by Peroiyal Skei/ton. Price Four Shillings, post free. 

THE 

MISTRESS OF LANGDALE HALL: 

A ROMANCE OF THE WEST RIDING. 

BY ROSA MACKENZIE KETTLE, 

Author of '^ Smugglers and Foresters," ''Fabian*s Tower," etc. 



{From THE SATURDAY REVIEW,) 

Generally speaking, in -criticifiing a noYel we confine our observations 
to the merits of the author. In this case we must make an exception, 
and 6ay something as to the publisher. The Mistress of Langdale Hall 
does not come before us in the stereotyped three- volume shape, with 
rambling type, ample margins, and nominally a guinea and a half to 
pay. On the contrary, this new aspirant to public admiration ap^^rs 
in the modest guise of a single graceful volume, and we confess that 
we are disposed to give a kindly welcome to the author, because we 
may flatter ourselves that she is in some measure a protig6e of our own. 
A few weeks ago an article apjjcared in our columns censuring the 
prevailing fashion of publishing novels at nominal and fancy prices. 
Necessarily, we dealt a good deal in commonplaces, the absurdity of the 
fashion being so obvious. We explained, what is well known to every 
one interested in the matter, that the regulation price is purely illusory. 
The publisher in reality has to drive his own bargain with the libraries, 
who naturally beat him down. The author suffers, the trade suffers, 
and the libraries do not gain. Arguing that a palpable absurdity must 
be exploded some day unless all the world is qualified for Bedlam, we 
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felt ourselves on tolerably safe ground when we yentured to predict an 
approaching revolution. Judging from the preface to this, book, we 
may conjecture that it was partly on our hint that Mr. Tinsley has 
published. As all prophets must welcome events that tend to the 
speedy accomplishment of their predictions, we confess ourselves grati- 
fied by the promptitude with which Mr. Tinsley has acted, and we 
heartily wish his venture success. He recognises that a reformation so 
radical must be a work of time, and at first may possibly seem to defeat 
itcTobject. For it is plain that the public must first be converted to a 
proper regard for its own interests ; and, by changing the borrowing 
for the buying system, must come in to bear the publisher out. He 
must look, moreover, to the support and imitation of his brethren of 
the trad^. We doubt not he has made the venture after all due deli- 
beraUon, and that we may rely on his determination seconding his 
enterprise. All prospectuses of new undertakings tend naturally to 
exaggeration, but success will be well worth the waiting for, should it 
be only the shadow of that on which Mr. Tinsley reckons. He gives 
some surprising figures ; he states some startling facts ; and, as a 
practical man, he draws some practical conclusions. He quotes a state- 
ment of Mr. Charles Reade's, to the effect that three publishers in the 
United Sta^>e8 had disposed of no less than 370,000 copies of Mr. Reade's 
latest novel. He estimates that the profits on that sale — the book being 
published at a dollar — must amount to £25,000. Mr. Reade, of course, 
has a name, and we can conceive that his faults and blemishes may 
positively recommend themselves to American taste. But Mr. Tinsley 
remarks that if a publisher could sell 70,000 copies in any case, there 
would stUl be £5,000 of clear gain ; and, even if the new system had a 
much more moderate success than that, all parties would still profit 
amazingly. For Mr. Tinsley calculates the profits of a sale of 2,000 
copies of a three-volume edition at £1,000, and we should fancy the 
experience of most authors would lead them to believe he overstates it. 
It will be seen that at all events the new speculation pronuses bril- 
liantly, and reason and common sense conspire to tell us that the 
reward must come to him who has patience to wait. Palmam qui 
meruit ferat, and may he have his share of the profits too. Meanwhile, 
here we have the first volume of Mr. Tinsley*s new series in most legible 
type, in portable form, and with a sufficiently attractive exterior. The 
price is four shillings, and, the customary trade deduction being made 
to circulating libraries, it leaves them without excuse should they deny 
it to the order of their customers. 
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We ahoiild apologiw to IGm Kettle for keeping^ her waitiiig while we 
diecuM basmefli matterB with her pabliaher. Bat Bhe knows, no dooht, 
that there are times when buaineea must take precedence <^ pleasure 
and oonsdentious readers, are bound to dispose of the preface before 
proceeding to the book. For we may say at once that we have found 
pleasure in reading her story. In the first place, it has a stnmg and 
natural local colouring, and we always Uke anything that gives a book 
individuality. In the next^ there ia a feminine grace about her pictures 
of nature and delineations of female character, and that always makes a 
story attractiye. Finally, there is a certain interest that carries us 
along, although the story ii loosely put together, and the demands on 
our credulity are somewhat incessant and importunate. The scene is 
laid in the West Riding of Torkriiire ; nor did it need the dedication of 
the book to tell us that the author was an old resident in the county. 
With considerable artistic subtlety Bhe lays her scenes in the very con- 
fines of busy life. Cnckneys and professional foreign tourists are much 
in the w ly of believing that the manufacturing districts are severed 
from the genuinely rural ones by a hard-and-fast line ; that the demons 
of cotton, coal, and wool blight everything within the scope of their 
baleful influence. There can be no greater blunder ; native intelligence 
might teH us that mills naturally follow water power, and that a broad 
stream and a good fall generally imply wooded banks and sequestered 
ravines, swirling pools, and rushing rapids. Miss Kettle, as a dweller in 
the populous and flourishing West Riding, has learned all that of course. 
She is aware besides of the power of contrast ; that peace and solitude 
are never so much appreciated as when you have just quitted the bustle 
of life, and hear its hum mellowed by the distance. Romance is never 
so romantic as when it rubs shoulders with the practical, and sensation 
"piles itself up" when it is evolved in the centre of commonplace 
life 

Although, however, the story unquestionably often loses in interest 
by the very eflbrts made to excite it, still it is interesting, and very 
pleasantly written, and for the sake of both author and publisher we 
cordially wish it the reception it deserves. 

" The most careful mother need not hesitate to place it at once in 
the hands of the most ^unsophisticated daughter. As regards the 
publisher, we can honestly say that the type is clear and the book well 
got up in every way.'* — Athtnceum, 

" There is a naturalness in this novel, published in acc(»dance with 
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Mr. Tmslciy'B Tery wholaBome one-volumed system, which will attract 
many quiet readers. We will just express our satisfaction at tha 
portable and readable size of the book." — Spectator, 

"The Mistress of Langdale Hall" is a bright and attractive story, 
which can be read from beginning to end with pleasure." — Daily Newi. 

"A charming 'Romance of the West Riding/ full of grace and 
pleasing incident. Miss Kettle's language is smooth without being 
feeble, and is quiet and sparkling, in character with the nature of her 
noTeL" — Public Opinion, 

" The story itself is really well told, and some of the characters are 
delineated with great yividness and force. The tone of the book ia 
high. The writer shows considerable mastery of her art." — Noncot^ 

JOffMiA, 

" It is a good story, with abundant interest, and a purity of thought 
and language which is much rarer in novels than it ought to be. Tha 
Tolume is handsomely got up, and contains a well-drawn vignette and 
frontispiece." — Scotsman, 

** Not only is it written with good taste and good feeling, it is never 
dull, while at the same time it is quite devuid of sensationalism or 
extravagance. It deals with life m the West Riding, and the descriptions 
of the authoress show a real affection for the rich woodlands and wild 
hills, and still more for the quaint old mansions of Yorkshire." — Olobe, 

"The book is admirably got up, and contains an introductory circular 
by the publisher." — Oiml Service Oazette, 

*'The book is a model of what a cheap novel should be." — Pub- 
Uthers* Circular. 

"A circular from the publisher precedes the opening of the novel, 
wherein the existing conditions of novel-publishing are concisely set 
forth. It is ably and smartly written, and forms by no means the 
least interesting portion of the contents of the volume. We strongly 
recommend its perusal, to novel veaders generally." — WeUhman* 

** Few wlU take up this entertaining volume without feeling compelled 
to go through with it. We cannot entertain a doubt as to the suoceas 
of this novel, and the remarks made by the publisher in his prefatory 
circular are of the most sensible and practical kind." — JffuU PcLcket, 

"For this district the 'Mistress of Langdale Hall' has a peculiar 
intereat." — Leede Mercury, 
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NOTICE-THIRD EDITION OF "ANOTHER WORLD." 



In 1 ToL Post 8vo, price 128. 

ANOTHEB WOBLD; 

OB, 

PEAQMENTS FROM THE STAR CITY OF MONTALLUYAH. 

BY HERMES. 



" A very cnriouB book, Tery clearly written Likely to 

contain hints on a vast nomber of subjects of interest to mankind." — 
Saturday Review. 

** Hermes is a really practical philosopher, and ntters many tmths 
that must be as useftd to this sublunary sphere as to those of another 
world. . . . Of his powers of narrative and expression there can 
be no doubt." — Morning Post. 

** A romance of science. . . . Few volumes that have ever come 
under our hands are more entertaining to read or more difficult to 
criticise." — Sunday Times. 

*' We can recommend . * Another World * as decidedly clever and 
original.'* — Literary World, 

" Whether one reads for information or for amusement, * Another 
World ' will attract and retain the attention. It reminds one some- 
what of Swift's * Gulliver/ without the grossness and the ill-nature. " — 
Standard. 

*• * Another World ' can be safely recommended as sure to afford 
amusement, combined with no little instruction." — Echo. 

** * Hermes * is to be congratulated upon having written with much 
ingenuity and descriptive power. The book will doubtless attract, 
as, indeed, it deserves, a good deal of attention." — Court Circular. 

" . . . . We mig^ quote much more, and fill many columns 
from this curious work, but we have, probably, said enough to 
stimulate the curiosity of our readers, who will, we have no doubt, 
speedily procure it, and pursue for themselves the fanciful and 
elaborate descriptions of the author. Many amusing and clever 
suggestions are embodied in its pages, and we cannot help suspecting 
that some of the ingenious speculations regarding the Star Worlds 
are intended by the author as good-humoured satires upon the 
familiar institutions of this hum-drum every-day life of ours." — Era, 
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